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FOR HERESY. 



TRIAL OF ANNE AYLIFFE. 



The western towers^ embattled high in air. 
Heaved o'er their bells resounding chimes to prayer ; 
And up the steps a reverent people marched. 
Through portals cavemed deep and lowly arched, 
To aisles, where shafted lights their tracery wove, 
And pillared vaults embowered a shadowy grove. 
Crowds sought the hallowed water, signed their brows. 
And gathering eastward knelt to murmur vows ; 
Which dews descended as from Heaven to meet. 
Dews shed by hyssops round the altar's feet. 
On that high al4r ^ught fn>m g;littering mines, 
Illuminated books, and graven shrines. 
The silver pix, and chaliced gold, were laid ; 
Tall tapers gleamed like jewels : Priests arrayed 
In white and scarlet bowed at entrance prone : 
The Lord Archbishop mitred graced his throne : 
His hierarchs around him filed their stalls : 
And mass was sacrificed in great Saint Paul's. 
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" Come, let us lift for mercy heart and voice 
To God, my God, who maketh youth rejoice. 
Here is our reftige when the proud contemn. 
Oh, shield me, and discern my cause from them ! 
Shed from thy heavenly mountain light and truth ! 
I come to God, who maketh glad my youth." 



Thus from the altar's base intoning prayers. 

Mid white-robed youths, then mounting up the stairs, 

A Friar of orders grey the service said : 

Oft bent his knees ; oft bowed his shaven head ; 

Oft crossed him thrice : now smote mpon his breast ; 

Now turning hailed the multitude and blest. 

Choirs answered him, with anthems soaring loud. 

Incense curled up, and wreathed on high a cloud. 

In choral ranks the palled procession trod. 

Hymned every Saint, and chaunted praise to God. 

While through each aisle the faithful gazing stood, 

Or reading knelt, and signed the holy rood. 

Till, heard the warning of a silvery bell. 

To earth all prostrate bowed the face and fell ; 

The primate rose, the hierarchy up : 

The Priest thrice offered Heaven the host and cup : 

And all tongues quired, adoring cup and host — 

" Glory to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

We laud, we love, we magnify thy name. 

Thou, who for human sins the Lamb became ! 
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Thou, with whose presence heaven and earth are filled ! 
Have mercy, Christ !" They paused : the fane was 

stilled : 
Alone the Friar in accents clear and lowly 
Pursued the chaunt — * For only thou art holy. 
Thou only wise, thou only the most high !' — 
" Lord God of Sabaoth !" — burst the fane's reply. 
Then pealed Hosannahs, Hallelujah rung, 
Deep organs shouted with a tempest's tongue ; 
Through nave and transept boomed the billowy sound. 
And swelled, and flooded aisles and arches round ; 
Each pillar trembles, kneeling statues nod, 
And walls with men re-echo — thanks to God. 
Earth and her tribes, in homage, join their hymn. 
With peeling spheres, and choirs of Cherubim, — 
" Because thou madest all things, all supplyest, 
And by thy blood for man redemption buyest, 
We, therefore, with the hosts in heaven that hail thee 

nighest. 
Hymn Hallelujah, praise to God, Hosannah in the 

highest!" 
A deep dread fall long crumbling darkly rolled. 
Far through the abyss, which trembled as it tolled ; 
Mute Nature lowed with subterranean thrill ; 
Dim mom intoned Amen : and all was still. 



** Oh, like these moments what in human time ? 
What grander scene ? what drama more sublime ? 
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Lo ! with one heart all ages and degrees, 
Clothed in their pride, and mingled on their knees 
Before an altar dowered with every worth ; 
The gate of Heaven to supplicants on earth : 
Where all the arts reflect their Author's grace ; 
Where priests, supreme in probity and place. 
With solemn march, in robes of radiant dyes. 
O'er sainted relics, dress the sacrifice. 
Silence and song ; the whispered prayer and spoke ; 
Flowers, banners, censers, and ascending smoke : 
Dread pageantries, for which man's soul was made ; 
And every charm that brings devotion aid : 
On high, in sculptured and in limned design, 
His deeds and death ; and he, the Word, in fine, 
*tJnseen, yet present to etherial sight, 
Broods o'er the whole, and consecrates the rite. 



" For him, ye columns, rear your brows on high ! 
Lift iip your heads, great portals of the sky ! 
What fairer dome, save that which Heaven expands, 
What worthier seat, of temples made with hands, 
Than builders sage here pillared for his throne ? 
For nature's God a work like nature's own ; 
Or where unlike the form her hands produce. 
Still like in grace, magnificence, and use. 
In new designs her fair proportions shown ; 
Her likeness traced in structures not her own ; 
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Her measure followed, harmonies bestowed, 

On strange materials, in an unknown mode ; 

And half her influence o'er the mind imprest 

By different means, and thence with livelier zest ; 

And half her charms to fascinate the heart. 

Oh, noblest work of imitative art ! 

To pile colunmar trunks from marble mines. 

Embower their boughs and interlace with vines ; 

Pile higher still, and arch a vault on high, 

To shield the storm, and emulate the sky : 

Cross aisles to vistas of her sylvan bower : 

Rear for the sun in heaven a lantern tower : 

Adapt each limb with various height and length, 

And bind the whole in unity and strength ; 

Copying, abstracted, in a different plan. 

The grace and order of the world and man : 

And scarce with rapture less, and awe, confound 

And lift to God the wight who gazes round. 

Than who beneath a cliff sees capes and bays 

Far tinged with sun-set's red and yellowy rays ; 

Or nightly wandering hears the hills accord, 

And Heavens declare the glory of the Lord, 

When winds and waves through shadowy woods intone, 

And ghastly moonlight chills the glimmering zone. 



" The soul here teems with action more august. 
On ! Look within ! What would they in the dust ? 
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Appease offended Heaven and mourn their sins ; 
For wrath ie forth from God, — the plague begins.. 
What ! Is God angered ? Woe is theirs to mourn- 
Consuming tire were easier to be borne ; ^ 

Easier the deluge of a sea to stem ; . ■■_ \.> 

The trembling earth to quiet : woe is ihem ! t, ; . ' 
Ah ! how escape, fly whither, where abrdd? " 
Whose aid invoke, what sacrifice proviiiet 
For as it was through every age and clime,. ' 
Is now, and shall be to the knell of time, -..;., 
To meet their Maker men a victim need;- . '-' . ■ 
Blood must atone; a Saviour intercede. ■ ' . ; ,! 
But what? Our earliest fruits; or Ktli^gerdjHab? .; 
Away ! The Word hath answered — Lojl.i^iitji&e. •; ^ 
Behold the Host! For this will God ffSJ^ne? '.-"l^ 
Have faith, do penance, and your souls; sli^H^l^fe-' .'Ji 
Know, intercessions high in Heaven assist;. ■- 
Oh pray for us, blest spirits ! Will lie Vm 1.' ' 
Hark! from on high the Word again Liirh spotniii-^ 
This is my body which for you was Lruki'ii ! : 
This is my blood ! — The miracle is done ; ',. i 
The mystery closed : Hosannah to thu Sou.! , 
God has received his sacrifice for sin, '^ 
And all are ransomed who partake therein; ' ■ ' ; 
As signs by faith received from Heaven 'attest. . 
Ye, who believe, depart, repentant, shriveo,.fuid blesi 

" And thus it shall be till the knell of tiiatl,*..--:' :_ 
And has beeu thus through every s^e aiid.ip^iiie. 



■•■^s^-# 
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Ere shepherds hailed the choir in Heaven descried. 

Or kings to Bethlehem traced their starry guide. 

Alike, where Egypt raised gigantic piles ; 

MThere Greece with Dorian porches graced her isles ; 

Where Tuscan temples crowned the hills of Rome ; 

Or Sion's courts enclosed the holiest dome : 

Where reigned the Grod, whose service thrills these 

towers; 
Or where mankind had analyzed his powers, 
Impersonated each, with fancy warm, 
And shrined each image in an idol's form. 
When fears, or thanks, or man's insatiate love 
To fathom fate and question Heaven above. 
On marble steps bowed supplicating knees : 
Where ranks ^f columns Zred on high a frieze, 
Which crowned the temple with a bossy zone, 
Of white-robed priests and warriors horsed in stone ; 
And scenes of opening heaven in pediments were 

shown. 
In front an altar blazed : and hark ! with drums. 
And clarion's sound, and song, a victim comes : 
Some spotless lamb, or heifer white as milk. 
Or bull with golden horns arrayed in silk. 
High peals the choral hymn : responses swell : 
Maids quire with youths : and issuing from the cell, 
Stoled in procession, priests descend the stairs. 
With garlands, wands, and sacramental prayers ; 
And compassing the altar hail, and lead. 
With slackened cord, the offering up to bleed. 
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Till then the victim seemed a thing of earth ; 
For God's and man's communion nothing worth : 
But^ silence^ all ! and hence ! profaners^ hence ! 
The ohlation now begins^ the rites commence. 
Bright censers swing : sweet incense mounts the sky 
Vows follow after : Heaven is summoned nigh. 
Lo ! where with ritual words, the girdled priest 
Has veiled his brow, and fronting toward the East, 
With hands (first bathed) above the victim spread, 
Devoted, hymning as he smites, the head — 
I hallow thee by incense, wine, and bread : 
And mingling blood with incense, bread, and wine, 
Transformed their essence to a sacred sign. 
And made all consecrate, made all divine : 
Then, then, an expiation came to pass ; 
An host was shown, a mystery and a mass. 
Death's agonies were witnessed ; cups imbued 
With blood were tasted ; and a feast ensued. 

" And thus it was through every clime and age. 
But why ? but whence ? Interrogate the sage ! 
Whence these opinions? Man's? Who first con- 
ceived. 
Where preached, how made by other men believed — 
Opinions, man's self-interest so restricts. 
Pity abhors, and reason contradicts ? 
Confess ! each source, each origin, ye trace, 
Is lost in high primordials of our race : 
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Devolved from fountainB far beyond our reach ; 
Profound as matter's ; dark as those of speech : 
Yet spread, like them, the same in various modes, 
Through all religions, liturgies, and codes ; 
Famed through all climates, stamped on every breast. 
How came this thither ! Why, and whence, imprest ? 
Sprung forth these rites spontaneous from the sod ? 
Then whence ? Who placed them here ? Who made 

them ? God. 
Yes, these — blest heriti^e of all mankind. 
In each tradition solemnly inshrined, 
These have come down from human nature's birth. 
Relics of Heaven's first testament to earth ; 
Ruins, whose structure proves them used to deck 
Some primal temple ; fragments of a wreck. 
Which witness, drifting o'er the seas of time, 
A fabric lost, — how spacious, how sublime ! 



" What then ! Has Christ's religion, which undid 
Those gentile rites, pursued them ? God forbid ! 
Who seek examples, in themselves diffide ; 
And all, who follow, magnify their guide. 
But when had faith more confidence to lead. 
When more distrust of others that precede, 
When less self-doubt, than Holy Church's creed ? 
No counterfeit, no copy, lurks with us. 
Yet all bears likeness. Wherefore is it thus ? 



12 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

For God is just, and was from every time : 
And justice wills atonement made for crime : 
Atonement calls for sacrifice to bleed : — 
Hence liturgies revealed in every creed : 
Hence in all liturgies a victim dressed, 
An host for God's and man's communion blessed ; 
For man's, that host must be like us of earth ; 
For God's, be free and innocent from birth. 
More, must be hallowed, sainted, changed, in fine 
Be transubstantiated, and made divine. 

" Then own — of all religions this the soul ! 
This actuates each, this illustrates the whole : 
This in some revelation lost, whose force 
Transpires through all traditions, found its source. 
All ancient liturgies, which owed their birth 
To Heaven's primeval intercourse with earth, 
All gave for guilt a victim free and pure ; 
And, in some image more or less obscure. 
All transubstantiated the victim given. 
And held communion in the blood with heaven. 

" But when these mysteries sunk to rites debased ; 
When man refined his sympathies and taste ; 
When riper reason took no more delight 
To blend the shambles' task and temple's rite ; 
When immolated brutes no more could ease 
Remorse for sin, nor answer God's decrees : 
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(God leads the march of human intellect ; 
He makes it covet all he would effect, 
And shrink from what his providence would shun ; 
Yes, of God's instruments man's mind is one :) 
When therefore Time gave Christ incarnate birth, — 
What wrought the Word ? A twofold work on earth : 
Revived that lost Apocalypse of yore ; 
And perfected its rites for evermore. 

" Revealing who for sin must be appeased, 
And how atonement made, the Word was pleased. 
Not to repudiate sacrifice, for means ; 
But cleanse that rite from sanguinary scenes ; 
By faith relume its mysteries, and refine. 
And, making them miraculous, mark divine. 
He joined the injured with the injurer's place ; 
And took (oh ! wealth ineffable of grace ! 
Oh! miracle of love!) the victim's post. 
And made himself an everlasting host. 
Whose flesh and blood for sacrifice we give, 
And for communion share with God, and live. 

** And thus it shall be through each clime and age. 
Let scomers mock it, let the seeming sage 
Dispute, let heresy, let Hell, assail ; — 
Against this rock their gates shall not prevail. 
This shall endure through every age and clime. 
Till the last Angel soar, and sound the doom of time." 
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So, from the steps descending, till he reached 
The altar's gate, a clerk his sermon preached. 
And some approved, some censured ; others slept, 
Or dreamed awake ; but one there was who wept. 
Alas ! young Monk, what withering loss or sin 
Has struck that gentle cheek so pale and thin ? 
And oh ? what dire misdeed, or dread mishap, 
Yoked to thy neck the collar of La Trappe ? 
With vows, on bitterest roots to make thy fare ; 
Thy night half vigil, all thy morning prayer ; 
With bloody scourge to discipline thy breast ; 
To clothe in thorny shirt and steely vest ; 
To use no lodging but a darksome cave, 
No labour but to dig thy daily grave ; 
And never more give words with man a breath, 
Save these — Memento mori /—Think of death. 



Can this be he, whose forehead beamed as day ? 
Whose heart's high sallies Heaven alone could sway 
Who vied alike to cheer the sport of fools, 
Grace pilgrim choirs, and triumph in the schools. 
At moot, no voice with deeper thought could roll ; 
In song, none sweeter thrill to woman's soul. 
Whose snowy breast beat measure to his strain. 
And glancing eyes shot after him, in vain : 
Whether pride fenced his bosom from their dart. 
Or masked unworthy flames that rapt his heart. 
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For high his birth, though youth obscurely past ; 
Till haughtiest kinsmen owned his worth at last : 
Earl Esher's towers his nephew's entrance hailed, — 
But ah ! Heaven called him, and its voice prevailed ; 
In thunder heard, o'er Ham, when lightnings shot. 
And swords of flame waved round the Atheist's cot : 
Where early kindness had beguiled this youth, 
Ere Holy Church unmasked the monstrous truth. 
From that dread night, — when shrieks unearthly burst. 
Through eddying flames, that teemed with shapes ac- 
curst; 
Yet neither shape so dread, nor shriek so dire, 
As his, from Esher's keep who watched the fire ; 
Watched, and had hurled him headlong in despair. 
But peals redoubling stunned and felled him there : 
From that dread night, he changed in voice and brow ; 
Christ all his hope, the cloister all his vow : 
Whose silent fold shall hence thy sorrows wrap, 
Fitz-Hugh of Merton erst, now Phillip of La Trappe ! 

Through the north porch the faithful folk were sent : 
With whispered prayer or greeting forth they went. 
The poor to labours, and the rich to cares : 
The brethren toward the south moved out to theirs. 
Paired in long order, vergers first, they past. 
Monks, — canons, — next the dean, — the prelates last ; 
London's and Lincoln's, high with mitres crowned. 
And Benedict of Bangor, sleeved and gowned ; 
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Each with his crozier, each in scarlet pall : 
Stem Arundel, their sovereign, following all, — 
Propped on a staff, with pomp of cross and mace, 
Pole-axe and pillar, borne before his face ; 
Of hoary locks, but eye that darted fire, 
From beetling brows, beneath his forky tire ; 
In purple robe, with rochet and a cope, — 
Lord Primate of the realm. Lord Legate of the Pop 
And hymns again, in music to their march. 
Waved the high tree-tops of each echoing arch — 
" Oh bless our work to-day ! Oh Father, make 
This people all thine own for Jesu's sake. 
Yea, as in heaven on earth thy will be done ; 
Till thine evangel beam like morning's sun. 
Beam through the world on heretic and Turk, 
And Israel light. Oh Father, bless the work !" 



Silent and slow the cloister's court they tread ; 
The cloister, paved with tomb-stones of the dead. 
And paved with stones, which yet no letters show. 
Where they, who muse above, shall mould below. 
For them the chapter-house unfolds its gate. 
Eight were its walls, and o'er its angles eight, 
Eight arches, springing to the zenith, groined. 
Bowed to one pillar in the midst, and joined ; 
Whose shoulders, towering from the floor, alone 
Heaved up and held the firmament of stone. 
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And pictured saints discoursed from windows seven ; 
And seers approved their mission graced by heaven ; 
Whose beams^ thus hallowed by the scenes they pass, 
Told round the floor each parable of glass. 

Through files the primate entered toward his chair ; 

Bowed to the cross above it, murmuring prayer ; 

(Lest sin, beleaguering sin, the heart surprise, 

Corrupt its ward, or pass in virtue's guise ; 

For subtle are the fiends within to steal. 

By reason's proud or pity's kind appeal :) 

Then gained his throne, on oaken steps upheld. 

High canopied, and carved with tales of eld : 

Low on each side his sufiragans had seat ; 

The rest were ranked on benches at his feet. 

All stilled, — ^his Grace, — brief stating what the cause, 

These clerks, profound in Holy Church's laws. 

Met to assist, — commanded those who ought. 

To bring for doom who waited to be brought. 

Near the west wall, a flag-stone long and wide. 
With rings, was rolled by warders four aside ; 
A flame was lit ; a trap-door upward thrown ; 
And twain with keys went down an hundred steps of 

stone. 
Scrolls, in the mean, above the bar were spread. 
By scribes, before the synod robed in red ; 

c 
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Below, there thronged, dividing for a way. 
Priests of all orders, white, and black, and grey. 
The nearest peering down the shaft terrene ; 
Where torches, lost awhile, again were seen : 
Whose bearers, reascending, led their charge. 



Young, comely, tall beyond her years and large. 
Yet delicately shaped, and tersely nerved, — 
Her form, though shattered, still that charm preserve 
Which marks a mould and temper well combined 
To lodge all grace and energy of mind. 
With faltering step, and hand held forth to lean, 
Anxious and dark and melancholy mein. 
She, wildly rising from the womb of earth. 
Seemed not of English, scarce of mortal, birth. 
A robe of woollen, coarse and black, comprest 
Around her waist, and ample o'er the breast. 
Hung to her feet : her neck and arms unveiled ; 
Broad lofty forehead ; cheek depressed and paled : 
Nose of an eaglet's daring ; lips beneath 
Curved o'er a wall of strong and pearly teeth ; 
Lips curved to sternness, but with angles prest 
In dimples faint to elegance and rest : 
And from her brow dividing flowed behind 
Her raven hair, uncurled, and unconfined, 
Save by — what moved some shudder of surmise, 
Folds of white linen plaited round her eyes. 
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Led through the throng she stood behind a chain ^ 
With broken murmurs as she passed the lane, — 
" Was Maud's that cell with song of folly rife ? 
Oh balmy, savoury, breath of light, of life ! 
What means this? — Whither would you lead me, 

tell?— 
My brain still bums. — Does father bear it well ?" 
* Be silent !' — cried the apparitor, — * and hear ! 
And, Phillip of La Trappe, press not so near ! 
Thy hood had better hide those streamy cheeks. 
Peace, ho, attend ! His grace the Primate speaks.' 

^^ To name the sins of this apostate child. 
To show how wicked is her creed, how wild. 
Were a long task, a fruitless, and would grieve 
Ourself to speak, our brethren to receive. 
And haply taint some less instructed breast : 
Let this suffice, her tenets are confest. 
And are not such as Holy Church approves. 
Them to correct,— as swift a mother moves, 
Whose babe stoops gazing o'er a folded asp. 
Charmed with its hues, and half prepared to clasp ; 
Or wanders near a cliff which beetling hangs 
O'er gulfy waters ; — yea, with keener pangs 
The Mother of our Souls made haste to take 
This erring child, and rescue from a snake. 
Of hue and fang more fascinous and dire, 
A cliff more slippery, and a gulf of fire, 

c2 



d 
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" Taken, — I call to witness you, whose aid 

Thereto was lent, and Heaven, for whose we prayed. 

No art was unemployed, no time exempt, 

No labour spared, unwearied no attem])t ; 

All, wit could compass, zeal and pity gave, 

To purify her soul, convince, and save. 

But all in vain ! When Self-conceit and Doubt, 

Those unbelieving spirits, seemed cast out. 

There entered in two others, near allied, 

But more unclean. Obduracy and Pride. 

To banish these required more sharp research. 

By rigorous means, abhorred of Holy Churcli ; 

Means only urged when none beside succeed. 

Then urged with sorrow, nor beyond the need ; 

But which, urged here to equal it, have proved 

Less rigid than the soul they have not moved. 



" What rests ? All human labours know their span : 
Nor will the Spirit always strive with man. 
Apostacies are rife ; more odious none ; 
Examples needed ; — and God's will be done ! 
God's, and the King's. For having crowned his brows 
O'er prostrate France, the Fifth King Henry vows 
To wear Christ's cross, his sepulchre restore, 
And lash the apostate tribes from Judah's shore. 
And well must we in England aid our chief, 
And purge his realm of schism and unbelief 
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What therefore rests ? but having once more striven, 
Ere that last — dread — anathema be given, 
To save this miscreant, miserable maid. 
Whom Hell has hardened thus, and Heaven betrayed ; 
Should these lures fail — the last to be renewed. 
Should penitence and grace be still eschewed, 
What rests, my brethren, save — ye all concur. 
To leave the secular arm to deal with her ? 



'^ Anne AylifFe ! tolerance is near an end. 
Smiles, wretched girl, beseem thee ill. Attend ! 
For the last time thou standest there, to learn 
Thine earthly doom, perchance thy doom eteme. 
Is life thy wish, or death, and damned pains ? 
Take heed ! A space, a moment, yet remains. 
Penance and pardon still are in thy choice : 
And Holy Church forewarns thee, by my voice, 
Prays, by my tears, — even yet be reconciled, 
And be her faithfiil and obedient child. 
Lo, here the volume of her laws and creed ! 
Sense may deceive thee, passion may mislead. 
Reason perplex ; but trust to God and her, 
Who will not wrong thee, and who cannot err. 
Behold the Book of Life ! Abjure thy sin. 
And haste, dear child, to write thy name therein. 
Thine shall be all rewards in heaven possest. 
And all this earth retains to make thee blest. 



22 



ANNE AYLIFFE. 



" Nor let Pride answer, with a scorner's vaunt, — 

Earth now retains no blessing thou canst want : 

But hear what, one, whose care exceeds thy worth. 

Has wrought with us to offer thee on earth. 

In Netley Abbey, — on the neighbouring isle 

The woods of Binstead shade as fair a pile ; — 

Where sloping meadows fringe the shores with green^ 

A river of the ocean rolls between. 

Whose murmurs, borne on sunny winds, disport 

Through oriel windows, and a cloistered court ; 

O'er hills so fair, o'er terraces so sweet. 

The sea comes twice each day to kiss their feet: — 

Where sounding caverns mine the garden bowers, 

Where groves intone, where many an ilex towers. 

And many a fragrant breath exhales from fruit and 

flowers : — 
And lowing herds and feathered warblers there 
Make mystic concords with repose and prayer ; 
Mixed with the hum of apiaries near. 
The mill's far cataract, and the sea boys' cheer. 
Whose oars beat time to litanies at noon. 
Or hymns at complin by the rising moon ; 
When, after chimes, each chapel echoes round. 
Like one aerial instrument of sound. 
Some vast harmonious fabric of the Lord's, 
Whose vaults are shells, and pillars tuneful chords. 
Echoes with song far circling hills and bays, 
And heavenward wafting their consent and praise :— 
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In either house a corody is mine ; 
Submit to Holy Church, her Scriptures sign, 
And name in which retreat you choose to live, 
And learn what blessings life has yet to give. 

" Hard-hearted, canst thou doubt ? Bethink thee well ? 
I oflFer life and heaven — or death and hell. 
Ah, how perverse is sin, and how unwise ! 
Well, speak thy choice ! The book before thee lies ; 
Subscribe it, and be blessed for evermore ! 
Refuse, — the feet of those are at the door. 
Who bore thy father, and shall thence return, 
And bear thee also to the stake, and bum ; 
With boughs in Holbom yet uncut from treen. 
Whose sap is flowing, and whose leaves are green ; 
Bum, and ere evening break thy bones calcined 
On Smithfield flags, and scatter to the wind. 
Come, choose the path thou never may'st retrack. 
Dost hear ? Wilt answer ?" 

" Yes. — Without the rack. 
Nor had you twice asked answer to the choice, 
But what was said of father choked mv voice. 
From whom since summer's dawn hav; I been riven, 
And never heard — till news this moment given. 
I thirst — I faint. — For charity, some water !" 

* Give her to drink ! And ah, remember, daughter, 
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In vain the damned ghosts^ with torture stung^ 
Howl for one drop to cool their burning tongue. 
Drink^ while thou may'st ! Behold the accepted time ? 
Andy while thou may'st, repent thee of thy crime.' 

" My crime ! Whomever have I wronged on earth T 
I, inoffensive maid^ of humble birth, 
Secluded life, scant means, and manners grave ; 
Child of an English leech and Syrian slave, — 
Who for his love escaped the Harem's bound. 
And here sought peace and freedom, here she found. 
And in the grave secured them, blest indeed ! 
Ere you denounced, or I denied, her creed. 
By father left to cherish it or change. 
And bred his books and cottage to arrange. 
His studies aid, and dress his favourite flowers, 
Where willowy Ham the winding Thames embowers, — 
What have I dared could move the realm's alarm. 
The Church's anger, or the secular arm ? 
What crime was mine ? — Unless ye call it such 
To love some friends too little, some too much ; 
Unless a proud conceit of maiden prime, 
And peevish tongue, be such, — what other crime ? 
Our books were naught ? We locked them in the 

shelves. 
Our creed accursed ? We kept it to ourselves. 
We never sowed nor sought calumnious words 
Of Holy Church's lucre, law, or lords ; 
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We framed no sect, used no forbidden rite, 

Preached no reform, desired no proselyte ; 

Nor ever jested where our neighbours knelt ; 

Nor dared betray contempt — ^whatever felt : 

But held our thoughts aloof, and seldom spoke 

E'en to ourselves, and never to the folk. 

You, you bear witness, questioned I was dumb, 

Till blood o'erflowed the vice that crushed my thumb. 

That steeled my heart ; that stirred, beyond control, 

My latent pride and bitterness of soul ; 

More rapt than pained, indignant more than weak, 

I spoke the secrets of my troth, and speak. 



" The Eternal reigns in all through boundless space. 
Unwise ! who first designed him form or face ; 
Profane ! who shaped that image like our own ; 
Impious ! who dared adore the stock or stone ; 
And thrice accursed ! who yoked mankind and trod. 
With prostrate necks while bowed before his God : 
But what was he, who studied racks and used. 
To bend their necks and spirits that refused ? 
Studied, the seat of anguish and degrees, 
Till pangs were found more cruel than disease. 
And used them as a test for thought to search. 
And called the hell-bom science Holy Church. 
Oh, Allah akbar ! God is great and right ! 
He crowned man's brow with radiant orbs of light ; — 



26 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

Light, which inspirits all, abstracts, and prints 
On each twin lens, all images and tints, 
To contact brings the world beyond our span. 
And makes the farthest star converse with man : — 
To read his works — God thus illumed the head. 
But made man's breast no window — to be read. 
Glory to God ! Though given to King and Pope 
To seal our eyes, our bosoms none can ope. 
There, still shall freedom one asylum find. 
Go to ! make creeds, and laws, to scourge mankind ! 
Enthral them, hand and foot, and sight and speech ! 
Thought only, thought, is barred beyond your reach. 
What racks can bend it ? What research unveil ? 
The soul, with flesh encompassed as a mail. 
Of proof impervious save to God alone. 
Defies your labours, and resumes her own. 
Whether she break communion with the tongue. 
And bid it mock you with the lie ye wrung ; 
Or scorning such degenerate use of breath, 
Escape with truth, and leave you dust and death. 



"Father chose well. ButI — Whowhispers? Hark! — 

Am I a baby trembling in the dark ? 

Give me the volume ! Thank you. Let us read. 

This is, you tell me. Holy Church's creed ; 

Which teems with menace of God's wrath and curse, 

But which I must subscribe, or suffer worse. 
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Already beasts are driven from the mart ; 
Where men, more brutish, flock from every part, 
To make my last their holiday, and see 
The pier of iron, girt with chains for me ; 
Mid circling hearth-stones, and a leafy pyre : — 
Azrael ! oh, spare me agonies of fire ! 
What hours are told in such a moment's pain ! 
More than I dare confront, or can sustain. 
Oh, — mercy ! spare, forgive, me kneeling here ! 
Am I not like your sisters, brethren dear ? 
Still like in substance, and was like in shape ? 
You call me daughter. — Is there no escape ? 
One Father formed us all of common mould — 
Witness, oh witness here, the Book I hold, — 
His breath inspired, his likeness graced, the clod ; 
Respect the work and image of your God ! 
Lord Primate, mercy ! One, one mercy give ! 
I ask not much— I do not wish to live : 
But let whatever you do be briefly done. 
Oh, mercy ! — Mercy? — Holy Church has none. 
No. Allah kierim ! Anne Ayliffe, rise ! 
Mercy dwells with our Prophet in the skies. 
Kneel not to idols, nor implore their priests, 
Who bum God's children in the mart for beasts. 
Mercy, of all his attributes alone. 
No church usiurps, no priests would make their own. 
How else were father's age and merits vain ? 
Inhuman clerks ! all reason who disdain, 
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Brook no denial, no deserts respect, 
I will not add me to your bloody sect : 
Not for the Heaven ye threaten to forefend ; 
The stake, the hell — ye imitate and vend : 
Let fiends for ever tear and spurn me, — look ! 
As thus I rend, and trample on your book." 

' Wretch !' — all exclaimed—* Witch ! Paynim ! Athe- 
ist!' 



if 



" Away !"— she answered — " I appeal ! t)esist ! 
The Primate interposed — * Stand all aside !' 



" Keep Anselm off! I know his hand" — she cried. 

Again his Grace — * Forbear, forbear your force ! 
Here Holy Church gives culprits free discourse. 
Stand from her, all ! The Trappist may remain. 
He has our leave, which let him not profane. 
Listen we must, and pray that God may not. 
But oh, what fiends possess her, and besot ; 
For art thou woman ? — how ought I to call thee ? 
Body and soul what fiends could so enthral thee T 

" The three" — she cried — " grim, terrible, and strong, 
Whose hand made day so dark, or night so long ; 
Made Heaven's bright arc as murky as their den. 
And changed the sun to blood : — for were they men ? 
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Yet hark? Here's something human: — something 

sobs, — 
As from a heart where still compassion throbs. 
No. — Winds may pity me, or walls condole. 
Twas Maud beneath?— or what if father's soul 
Sighed in the air, with which it mingles now ? 
I come ! Yet, sirs, will Holy Church allow 
No high tribunal to revise your doom ? 
No last appeal ? — I did not mean to Rome ; 
But, if accounts be audited up there 
Of all we do below, and all we bear. 
Thither I cite. Lord Legate, thee — to come. 
And answer why you seized, and haled from home, 
A leech so sage, beneficent, and mild. 
His witless maid, and miserable child : 
And lodged in dungeons, with a rush to shine, 
Books meet for babes, and victual not for swine. 
With God and me how dared you interpose ? 
Why ask my creed of what He only knows ? 
By what right dared ye ask, and by what work dis- 
close? 
Reveal the secrets of yon blood-stained cell, 
Arched under step-stones, half way hence to hell ; 
What engines rack, and who o'erlooks the wheel, 
To add his hand where others flinch, — reveal ! 
And oh ! what penance last was mine to bear, 
To order — whose ? when three came down the stair, 
Anselm with coals, and Baptist with a rod, 
And who the third bade bind me ? — Allah ! God ! 
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" Whate'er thy name^ thy number, one or three, 

Or all in all, — if thou hast justice,— see ! 

By Christian saints though Heaven be half possest. 

If there thine old assessor Justice rest. 

With blindfold brow as idolists invent, 

Rend, rend her bandage down I—as mine is rent. 

What ! Freeze ye now with horror and remorse, 

As brigands shudder at their victim's corse ? 

Yet when, with torture rapt, I burst the bands. 

Leaped to those knees, and kissed his bloody hands, 

Kneeling, and praying, after half was done, — 

Oh spare the other ! Father, leave me one ! 

You answered, — you, Lord Hangman Arundel, — 

What for thy soul is echoing since in hell, — 

For miscreant lore,— you answered with an oath, — 

E'en one was one too many ; out with both ! 

Now with these lids deep withering in their pit, 

I see dismay has seized thee as a fit. 

Pales that thin cheek, dilates those ghastly eyne, 

And smites thy knees, mid shadows dark as mine. 

And by thy labouring breast, thy tottering throne. 

Thy jaws that gibber but can scarce intone, 

And by the stilness of these slaves, I see, 

All recognize a voice from Heaven for thee. 

Thy days to-morrow shall have filled their sum ! 

And now I cite and summon thee to come, 

IlS^nd answer all this victim shall assign, 

^njainst thee, then, before her God and thine. 
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" Darkness ! — What ails me ? — Whom am I among ? 
Some drink ! Illusions have abused my tongue. 
My knees give way : — my lungs blood-burdened pant 
Tis mine ! — Off, ruffian !— Father will recant. 
Was this Fitz-Hugh ?— Where am I ?— Hark ! Some 

drink! 
I scarce know what I said : nor what to think. 
Tis all a woman's song^ a schoolboy's theme, 
A limner's shape, an image, shadow, dream ; 
Flattering and false, as hope, and early love. 
No, — no account is ta'en of me above. 
I seem about to perish like the beasts, 
Whose mart awaits this holocaust for priests. 
Braid — for my chaplet, braid again the band : 
Your eyes abhor those traces of your hand. 
There ! — all is hid below that linen wreath. 
Heaven has no eyes can penetrate beneath. 
One prophet must be false, — and may be both. 
This, for abandoning dear mother's troth. 
All this, for grasping thoughts beyond my span. 
I stand abandoned now of God and man. 
My lane of life is darkening toward the close. 
Some paces on, the boundary pillar shows — 
The landmark of existence ; whither brought, 
I shall shrink up and wither into nought ; 
Dissolved to elements of fire and clay, — 
Extinct, — dispersed, — forgotten. Let us pray. 
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" Too long forsaken, and too ill obeyed, 
Thou ! by whom I and every thing were made, 
Oh never blamed, though oft misunderstood, 
Attest !— I loved, I laboured, to be good ; 
Content when poor, submissive when opprest. 
With grief for faults, with gratitude when blest. 
And when in pain not daring to repine, — 
It was thy pleasure, and I made that mine. 
And since 'tis now thy pleasure — wise and just. 
To change this form, and recompose its dust, 
God ! I once more beg pardon for the past, 
And once more offer thee my thanks, my last, 
My boundless thanks, for life so long allowed, 
So plenteously sustained, so well endowed, 
To contemplate thy works, divine their ends, 
Enjoy thought, passion, and discourse with friends. 
Thanks ! too for death, the term of every grief; 
Thanks ! even that agonies have this relief — 
The long are moderate, and the acute are brief. 
Yet, if it suit thy wisdom, give, oh give 
That, which within me thinks, again to live ! 
If this oppose thy providence or power. 
Or ill consist with Nature's general dower, 
Use these materials for whatever their worth ! 
I cast them at thy footstool, — earth to earth !" 

Kneeling she prayed, with hands upraised before ; 
Then, with these words, devolving to the floor, 
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On arms thrown prostrate forward couched her head ; 
And there lay mute and motionless as dead. 
The chapter thrilled, and shuddered in amaze : 
Shorn crowns and hooded shoulders bent to gaze : 
The apparitors above her scowled nor deigned upraise. 
Sighs followed ; glances passed ; and murmurs broke. 
Till pale, as faltering from a palsy's stroke. 
The Primate rallied heart, and leaning forward spoke. 

* To cite me hence exceeds a Paynim's reach : 
Exceeds the spirit's, who suborns thy speech. 
Me Heaven shall summon in its own good time. 
Yet, pealed that summons from a voice sublime, 
Not the foul fiend, that animates thy heart, — 
xAmen !— I hail it, and with cheer depart. 
Ready to answer all thou dar'st assign. 

At God's tribunal, as I will on mine : 

And blest, if when my soul for mercy sues, 

No sin but zeal for Holy Church refuse. 

Blest too shalt thou be, there to join the ranks. 

Not which accuse, but those which render thanks. 

That their materials suffered for their sin. 

And saved from darkness that which thinks within. 

Our only hope. Which yet may Heaven accord ! 

That shall defend our labours, that reward. 

* Here need those labours more defence fi^om me ? — 
What means this cant, — that conscience should be free? 

J) 
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That all may search God's counsels, all explain : 
Andy for his worship, pay it, or refrain. 
Announce his will, and mould his attributes. 
As reason dictates, or convenience suits : — 
That schism, since man's belief on proof is built 
Seems venial, seems involuntary guilt ; 
Which to convince were just, but vain to curse. 
To punish cruel, dangerous to coerce:— 
Pain makes but hypocrites, or base, or brave ; 
Those choose the conveit's life, and these the ms 

grave. 
Such reasonings here are hinted, elsewhere hear< 
Such seem to me both impious and absurd. 
Impious they seem, for were not Holy Church 
Sole source of truth, where else is man to search 
What ! then, has God in vain revealed this soun 
Without laws, judges, and a test, and force ? 
Laws to declare, and judges to fulfil. 
Test to discern, and force to work, his will. 
But how absurd the doubt, how most opposed 
To every lesson letters have disclosed. 
Reflection taught us, and experience proved, — 
The doubt that — angels of God's grace removed 
Two mightier ministers on earth remain 
For wrestling with the flesh, than Force and Pa: 
For castigating vice, instructing youth, 
Humbling false pride, and expiscating truth. 
Why, reason, boasted reason, sways the will, 
To right and worth, by images of ill. 
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Which to present, or present to support, — 

In what far land has justice held her court, 

But there these lictors stood with scourge erect. 

Nor more to lash the crime than first detect. 

Athens, where reason lightened high and bright. 

As man's could pierce through clouds of heathen 

night, — 
So he, whose rhetoric brighter soared and higher, 
Than man's — till crowned with cloven tongues of 

fire, — 
Athens, so he attests, preferred for troth 
The bondman's torture to the freeman's oath ; 
Nor used this last till spent that first degree : 
Because, he adds, though thousands of the free 
Sworn to disclose the truth had not revealed, 
No slave had suffered racks and truth concealed. 
To yoke rebellious necks, and tame the ire. 
Of serfs, what king abstains from sword a^d fire? 
Of sons, what father spares the rod but rues ? 
Nay, God and nature will it so, and use. 
Why else those pangs, that follow us from birth, 
Wounds, fractures, pests ? To carry man from earth ? 
All slay not ; few at once : then wherefore given ? 
Ye, whose employ has soothed, or office shriven, 
The groaning lazar, or the ghastly couch, 
O'er which death hovers, — answer, and avouch ! 
How cowers the heart of sage and soldier, there ! 
How serf and sovereign shrink alike to prayer ! 

d2 
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And oh, how faint the voice, the eye how dim. 
But dimmer, fainter far, the pride of him, 
Who scofiPed unscathed, but quails beneath the rod 
Of nature's penance, and the hand of God. 
Whose counsel therefore Holy Church obeys. 
And executes his will, and imitates his ways. 



* Yet these, I own, mysterious ways and rude ; 
Which men had never one and all pursued. 
But still success gave sanction and applause. 
Exceptions rare annul not general laws. 
Nor were exception here, but duty failed ; 
But Pity, short of sight for tears, prevailed ; 
But childish prayers, from one I need not name. 
Checked each attempt: — my blame, my greatest 

blame ! 
For which I fear on high complaints from her. 
Far other, far, than those she threatens to prefer. 



' But neither threats like those, nor keener felt 
This rebel heart's, that yearns as nigh to melt, 
Shall sway me more from duties claimed in fine 
By heaven's, the kingdom's weal, her soul's, and 

mine ; — 
To move once more our arguments and prayers, 
Then l^ave th^ servants of the crown to theirs. 
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Anne Ayliffe, rise ! Lift up the wretched girl.' 

" Unwind ! Two crescentSy and a cross of pearl !*' 

* Dreams she, or raves ; — or is this audience mocked V 

^ Baptized ? — In childhood ! Manuscripts are locked 
In secret shelves behind the study's post — 
Unwind me !— or I must give up the ghost. 
Chirurgeon, look ! — You do not mean to kill ! 
Unwind! I do believe, —I did,— I will. 
Out ! slanderer, — ^monster ! — why are questions prest, 
No maid should hear, no parent could suggest ?" 

* Please your Grace, give,' said Anselm, * short repose. 
These wandering freaks are wonted soon to close. 
Here — let her lean against the pillar's base.' 

" For what?— What is it?— O'er my brows to lace? 
No ; — rend me, — crush me ! any death but that ! 
Yon brazen bonnet holds a starveling rat. 
Its claws, its teeth, already pierce my skull ! 
Dear Anselm !— Baptist ! God ! be merciful ! 

" How ! — Gone ? Again all darkness ! None within ? 
Still as the grave ! I was not on the gin. 
Ha! — speak ! nor haunt my ear with whispering breath, 
Nakir, or Monkar ! followers after death ; 
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Grim ghosts, I know you, and expect your task ; 
Inquirers of the dead, what is't you ask ? 

" I live. The grave had calmer made my bed. 
Yet — I was buried ! — whether quick or dead, — 
And heard hyenas pawing round my tomb. 
Soft! Something sighs. Where am I, and with 

whom? 
Is this the Chapter-house, or torture-cell ? 
Speak, speak ! Or am I after all in hell ? 

" Pale, pale, ye writhe, whose sceptres earth alarmed ! 
Now shamed who taught it, and aghast who charmed ! 
See, — Porphyry struggling in a serpent's fangs ! 
Herod worm-eaten on his throne harangues, — 
And Julian tugs in vain the dart to sever. 
And flings his blood at heaven with mad endeavour. 
And stamps, — Oh, Nazarene, thou art revenged for 
ever !" 

^AnneAyliffe! What! AnneAyliffe!' 

"Hark! They call! 
Lead me before Saint Thomas, or Saint Paul ! 
Though all the rest disown me, and condemn, — 
Saint Paul ! — Saint Thomas ! — I appeal to them. 
For if they needed, to convince mistrust, 
This, to put fingers where the spear was thrust. 
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Thaty to be called from midday skies aloud, 
And reft of sight, with sight be re-endowed ; 
Though both coeval might with men converse, 
Who, pabied left their couch, or dead their herse; 
Either should pardon one so far removed, 
Whose doubt, nor sense, nor miracle disproved. 
They should — But mocking fiends — but lepers gaunt — 
Beasts that mouth at me — skeletons that taunt- 
Hyde I—Maud !— What, Father too?— and Fitz?— 

Avaunt ! 
Who grasps? who holds me? whom am I among? — 
Some drink, some drink ! — to cool my burning tongue. 

" Thanks, thanks ! I dreamed it. What's the time of 

night ? 
Lead me one moment to the old man's sight ! 
In tears, in dust, beneath his feet, to crawl ; 
Own all my faults, and make him pardon all : 
The times I shunned obedience, seemed ingrate, 
Provoked his anger, merited his hate, 
Would not repeat what faintly reached his ear, 
Left him alone, or present failed to cheer : 
Yet — who expected hell for such complaints ? 
Or him to urge it on those captious saints ? 
What ! thought he I with hypocrites could cower, — 
For all the devil o'erlooks from Esher's tower ! 
Who sighed ? who is it groans ? whose heart has burst ? 
Who art thou of the damned ? I rave. I thirst. 
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Ohy water ! Thanks ! It calms my nerves and brain. 
Let me sit here^ and lean upon the chain. 
What say you, — am I judged, and sentenced, — say? 
No respite? no reprieve? not even a day?" 

Then, with benignant brow, and kindlier voice. 

His Grace — * To respite why restrain thy choice ? 

When here we offer infinite reprieve. 

Free pardon, so thou only wilt believe— 

What, woe ! if true, is them who have not signed. 

And what if false, — woe, woe, is all mankind ! 

Whom hast thou scorned ? whose advent wouldst thou 

flee? 
Jesus, who wept, who bled, to expiate thee ; 
Jesus, the host of life's immortal leaven ; 
Jesus, the rainbow, set by God in heaven. 
The storm to solace, and the calm to plight, — 
Of nature partly shower, and partly light, — ' 
Radiant through tears, a Sacrament of love. 
To brood o'er earth, and bower the gates above. 



' Why slander us as harbouring hearts of stone ? 
Whose e'er showed mercy more than ours have shown ? 
Interpreting each doubt to serve thee best. 
And having half thy crimes, till now, suppressed. 
Have I yet named thy sorceries ? named the proof 
Of witchcraft, found beneath thy father's roof? 
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Dread forms of wax for necromancy made. 
And drugs which death, and haply hell, obeyed. 
Whose ministers there grinned in monstrous shapes, 
Of ban-dogs, owls, and skeletons of apes ; 
With man's, with more, a clerk's ; as Maud confessed ; 
Whose spells possessed thee, or whom thine possessed ; 
Or whom Mahound perhaps sent up on earth, 
To serve and watch thee ; — none can trace her birth. 
What more she has discovered, false or true, 
Heaven judge, thou knowest, I will not pursue. 
The flames, wherein those mischiefs were destroyed. 
Shall veil their whence procured, and how employed. 
Though human bones might merit more research : 
Yet here were doubt too dark for Holy Church ; 
Who would not move in darkness or in doubt. 
Nor needs, where crime so flagrant glares without. 
Crime, she still prays, conjures thee, to resign, 
As if her weal were compromised with thine. 



^ And such the grief that lacerates my heart. 

For what thou might'st have been, and what thou art. 

Yea, by God's Bride ! to see a form and mind, — 

Which, earlier chastened, like a star had shiued, 

Revolving round and lighting virtue's path, — 

Thus darkened, fallen, and wandering on to wrath ; 

To Moslem rites now ready to relapse. 

Now prone to pagan creeds, or — worse perhaps, 
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To doubts of every truth, and unbelief; — 
This — in death's shadow— rends my heart with grief; 
Of which, the tears our brother Phillip wipes, 
From cheeks though haggard, are imperfect types. 
Then let me still dispute about her soul. 
Contending as with fiends, — whom Heaven control ! 
A hanging thief, by penitence coerced. 
Escaped the second death, if not the first. 

^ Ah !— lest thou perish like the unpardoned thief. 
What, cite God's writ to vouch its disbelief! 
Cite those, whose blood attests that writ divine ! 
Can doubts of saints, since martyred, warrant thine ! 
Sell not thy soul for such a worthless bribe ; 
Heaven for a sneer ; salvation for a jibe ! 
Shall phrases quaint, shall figures bold and odd, 
Which men despise, sophisticate thy God ? 
Is this the plea of which thy hopes are fond ? 
Ah, — go not hence, to tempt the gulf beyond. 
Buoyed on that feather, grasping such a rush ! 
Think not to make thy heavenly Judges blush, 
Save at thy folly, for calumnious scorn. 
Oft urged and answered long ere thou wast born : 
A jeer, which pagan myriads, saved by them. 
Shall rise in judgment, and with thee condemn. 

* What ! shall apostates lose their just reward, 
Because Saint Peter erst denied his Lord ? 



ANNE AYLIFFE. 43 

What, — if Saint Thomas sinned as much almost ? 
What,— if Saint Paul too grieved the Holy Ghost? 
That thou might'st gain it, Paul was made to grieve ; 
And Thomas doubted, that thou might'st believe. 
If having first disputed, then confessed, 
Each gave the truth a new and twofold test. 
Wilt thou prefer — by urging such complaints — 
Their doubt when sinners, to their faith when saints ? 
What, if— to make their scepticism of use. 
And leave all cavil thence without excuse. 
It suited Heaven to rescue them from sin. 
But let thee perish, and be judged therein ; 
And only use thy punishment and crimes. 
To warn and chasten these and after times V 



" Reason !" — she cried, and sitting raised her head- 
" I too have thought of that, and often read. 
Have tried to fathom depths that seemed profound. 
And linked the chain of causes round and round ; 
Scanned many a prophet's visionary page. 
And poet's dream, and dogma of the sage ; 
Books, that professed all human wit could find. 
And all Heaven deigns reveal to lost mankind ; 
Yet found in none a verity so great. 
So useful, simple, probable, as — fate. 
Fate knows no altar ^ fate, of gods alone. 
Adopts no church, nor effigy of stone^ 
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Where men may vainly beg, or falsely swear ; 
She needs no victim, and she heeds no prayer. 
Hers is a car, no obstacle may turn ; 
A heart, that can not yield, and will not yearn ; 
An arm, that drives where'er her counsels list : 
Great Jove obeys them— how shall man resist? 
Such is the power, in whose career I stood. 
And perish ; — blest ! if doomed for others' good/' 



* Child, these are points I never meant to move ; 

And points, which Holy Church doth not approve. 

How long wilt thou thus vacillate ? how long 

Miss every truth, and swerve from wrong to wrong ? 

Such is the curse of heresy on her. 

Who leaves the only guide that cannot err. 

Dear child, have mercy on thyself, and us ! 

Thou canst not solve such questions— why discuss? 

Launch not so high thy spirit, nor perplex. 

With thoughts too lofty for thy years and sex : 

Wherein the wise are mute, or vaguely talk. 

And walk by faith, or else by folly walk. 

Even for this cause Christ sent the evangelists : 

No less to preach man's liberty consists 

With God's foreknowledge, than his will express, 

Assert his justice, and announce redress. 

Hear thou their Gospel ; come, be reconciled ! 

And keep thy spirit like a weaned child. 
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Behold, these clerks, of fame for wisdom earned 
By years of study, these and I have learned, 
God's Gospel makes the doubts of reason plain : 
Faith lightens alP — 

" Then wherefore Sin, and Pain V 
She bounded up with sudden power possessed. 
As all the demon roused within her breast. — 
" Yes, — though your Gospel should, methinks, if 

God's, 
Convince like reason, not by fire and rods, — 
Yet would I kneel to welcome rods and fire. 
Bind the brass bonnet as a bridal tire. 
Hear priests for tiiith, for slumber hail the gin, — 
Could faith resolve me— wherefore Pain and Sin. 
What says your prophet ? Why was evil sent ? 
God will redress ? Why did not God prevent ? 
Would he, but could not ; — or would not, yet could ? — 
There's nothing bad, and one thing only good. 
One, infinite, eternal. Universe ! 
Whose parts combine, by changes, and disperse ; 
Cloud after cloud succeeding evermore. 
Leaves of the forest, waves along the shore. 
Snows on the mountain, dews exhaled at mom. 
Meteors of night, and man of woman bom. 

" Be still ! I see it. From the foreland's steep, 
Lo, mists clear up, I see it, o'er the deep. 
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Great Nature's will, the uniyersal soul ! 
Like heat, or light, diffused from pole to pole ; 
Through space revolving every starry ball, 
Each atom entering, vivifying all ; 
Varied by various forms wherewith combined ; 
Instinct in brutes, and reason in mankind, 
Life in the plant, and germin in the clod, 
Change, movement, order, cause,— and only God ! 
Whereof some portion all imbibe with breath, 
Share while in life, and render back at death. 
To mix and merge in God's eternal sum, 
As flesh in eaith's. Behold the life to come ! 



" Away ! Why palter with my heart's despair ? 

A voice in vain suppressed is cavilling there, — 

All, all is darkness, doubt, and ignorance ! 

Why search for causes more than change and chance ? 

Mid chances infinite and endless change, 

Why might not atoms thus themselves arrange ? 

Why not be ruled by uncreated laws. 

And be themselves their self-existins: cause ? 

To own such cause since after all coerced, 

And matter is, own matter such at first ! 

Is life to come like life before our birth ? 

I prize but this ; I earthy love the earth. 

Oh ! murmuring streams, green vallies, sylvan bowers, 

Ye star-crowned nights, ye golden-footed hours^ 



ANNE AYLIFFE. 47 

lug's roseate mom, sweet summer's evening hue, 
1 autumn's noon,— my sisters, — all adieu ! 
ir sun-clad forms shall ever beam in youth, 
T know time's hand, nor care's corroding tooth. 
1 Earth ! — whose bosom was my place to dwell, 
ose milk my nurse, — hail, mother, and farewell ! 
Idess, o'er thee no evil arm has power ; 
rifted rocks with lichens germ and flower ; 
;, frost, and flood reanimate thy ^Ace : 
ih dissolution teems with life and grace. 
; woe thine ofispring ! woe, whose flesh is grass ! 
^ic forms they all dissolve and pass, 
fades the plant, so withers man and beast, 
die alike, they look alike deceased, 
r all alike the worm usurps its range, 
1 spectral flies attest the irremeable change. 



ruth ! for I had it from a cowled clerk. 
:h eyes half clothed, teeth frothy, still, and stark, 
ate'er false hope he living gave the rest, 
id he imlocked the secrets of his breast, 
i taught me truths the gospelled wise have lost ; 
st precious truths, if worth the price they cost ; 
which I went beyond the grave and read, 
1, as you rack the living, racked the dead, 
de apes bear witness with the dog and owl, 
1 own truth found for once beneath a cowl. 
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" What marvel, what, to find the bones of each 
Wired mid the works and volumes of a leech ? 
What more, if man's were stationed with the beasts ? 
And what if, fittest of mankind, a priest's ? 
Was then your pride alarmed, and ignorance pained, 
To solve, how these were used, and whence obtained? 
If clerk ne'er graced the gibbet with his gown. 
Has none, who wronged the gibbet, chose to drown? 
Fools ! to suppose they served for arts accurst. 
And cite Maud's answers when her nails were burst,— 
That one did errands to the full eyed-moon. 
And one was called the Chaplain, one Baboon ; 
One preyed upon her like an Incubus, 
And, Sabbaths, all took sacrament with us. 
Could not her muttering lips, fantastic air. 
Garb, gesture, pulse, and glassy eye declare — 
Her brain, ere hooded in the beaten drum. 
Was madder e'en than mine has since become ? 
Yet I bethink me, with what mystic doubt 
She shunned the study still, and pried without ; 
Till once I chiding drew her through the gate, — 
Greet an old friend, and view the future state ! 
Her palm uniting with the bones of one. 
By whose young pressure both had been undone : 
The wretch, hands shaken, pricked her wrist, and 

laughed. 
And offered bonds of blood — to learn the craft. 
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And well her faith or folly might suppose 
Some demon spell, whose instruments were those, 
To hurst the bacr of death's sepulchral bower : — 
Oh would, who credit could attest the power ! 
Alas ! the arts I learned of fiends or elves. 
Were those, those only, you inflict yourselves. 

" But those the dead defy. Go to ! wreak out 
Your vaimted rites for solving truth and doubt, 
Wreak on those ministers, whose shape and scope 
Alaim your ignorance and confound your hope. 
Go, ask Maud's chaplain, — whence, and whether sped 
On errands more of hell alive or dead ? 
If mute, — the question ! — malice makes him still. 
Let hangmen wind, and prelates watch, the mill. 
Nay, — said ye, flames consumed him with the rest, 
Apes, owls, and bandogs ? Read, what each confest ! 
Save common forms perchance of sin and sorrow ; 
As soothly made, as mine will be to-morrow. 
Hear, then, if Holy Church would have explained. 
Whose bones were those, how used, and whence ob- 
tained, — 
Lest one suspicion of our guilt exist, — 
Hear truth ; believe and publish what ye list ! 

" One morning, —years elapsed, we spied afloat, 
Wrapped in a gown, a body black and bloat. 
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Its head drooped backwards, legs and arms were sunk) 
And refluent waters just heaved up the trunk. 
'Twas chaplain Hyde — uncovered on the sands. 
Stones filled his hood, a crucifix his hands. 
Prayers, t{q)er8, knell, and consecrated earth, 
Were forfeit, father thought, whatever their worth; 
Why then should this confession give remorse? — 
He did, he did, anatomise that corse. 
And I, in wonder gazing, ti'aced his knife, 
Through inmost springs of motion, sense, and life; 
Limbs, with contractile sinews strung to act. 
Nerves, which excite those sinews to contract, 
Those nerves excit'^d by the brain I found, 
That brain through other nerves by objects round. 
That beauteous brain ! — Man outward moves august; 
He lifts his head to heaven, and spurns the dust ; 
But inward, — oh what work, what art divine ! 
The shapely bones, the column of the spine, 
The conduits laid for blood from chyle derived. 
The strange alembics for that chyle contrived ; 
Like separate creatures, or machines, possest 
Of powers distinct, consenting with the rest ; — 
The rest may mandates from the brain fulfil, 
But these disown obedience to the will, 
And self-informed incessant action keep, 
Unknown to error, rest, fatigue, or sleep ; 
Without our reason's guide, or sense's aid : — 
I saw, adored, and lauded him who made. 
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S8I&I But ah ! — I saw no vestige of a soul. 

No place for that, no use, throughout the whole. 
With that all parts seemed fashioned to dispense. 
And act by nerves through impulse on the sense. 
Nor saw one token, that your creed confirms, 
One sign of life hereafter, save the worm's. 
There, Faith to heaven, my guardian angel, fled. 
I mourned, then jeered, and envied next, the dead. 
Between two prophets wavering till that day, 
I after doubted both, and ceased to pray. 

<< But poison ! — ^men to heal, and mice to bane. 
What harm to brew it ?— folly, not to drain ! 
What dastard folly made my lips decline ! 
Weak pity, less for father's years than mine ; 
When, after trust betrayed, and hope abused, 
Contemned my merits, my intents accused. 
Farewells exchanged of menace and disdain, 
I seized the drug, and coward feared to drain — 
What sucked, like mother's milk, had given me rest, 
Lapped in good earth, and screened beneath her breast; 
From all that followed screened, from all to come. 
Your angel's trumpet, and your devil's drum. 

" Ah ! — ^haply not : for, hark ! — this moment here 
An angel's voice, or devil's, pierced my ear ! 
Or say, if mortal's, from which side the grave ? 
Aye, and ere now, methinks, unless I rave, 

£2 
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I have heard sighs, heard moanings, in the room. 
Heard accents, like I would forget of whom, 
As whispering what might not be louder said. — 
Again ! Fitz-Hugh of Merton ! Is he dead ? 
If living, how within this house of stone ? 
For I, all augurs, came to die alone ; 
And none but clerks or novices have leave — 
Whom have I caught ? whose hand, — or whose the 

sleeve ? 
Fitz-Hugh !— -by heaven ! But whence the monkish 

cuff? 
What sa/st ?" 

' Memento mori I* 

" Ah ! Enough. 
Novice, or monk, with lips in silence set ! 
Oh, once too often seen, and twice too often met ! 
I know thee not. Release my hand, and flee ! 
What ! what would Phillip of La Trappe with me ? 
Gaze on my sufferings ? or my sins confess ? 
His tears are useless now ; his prayers no less ; 
His efforts late ; their aim beside my want ; — 
And that ^ memento mori' most superfluous taunt 
Depart ! — No— stay !— Though haply more be true, 
Than I dare ask, or dare divine. Fitz-Hugh ! 
Exchange of words may ill beseem who meet. 
You in that cassock, I this winding-sheet ; 
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Yet since no tongue can serve if mine be dumb, 
tor father's sake I here must publish some^ — 
Must for thine own, oh chosen, cherished long ! 
Whom my reproach already seems to wrong : 
But here are rankling doubts no heart can bear : 
I would detect the truth — and will declare. 



" To mine thy sire bequeathing all in charge, 

Bequeathed but debts, I tell thee debts, and large : 

Which father paid, without complaint, or boast : 

Though folly made thy sustenance the most. 

But when a foe, whose hate we never earned. 

Save that his offers for my shame were spumed, — 

When thy false uncle dared deceit allege. 

Dared charge my sire with pillage of the pledge ; 

Called him too beggarly, and me too base, 

To deem a leman's portion our disgrace. 

But both would hide a theft the world abhorred. 

Would stain with ours the lineage of a lord. 

And bait the bastard girl to noose the plundered 

ward: — 
And when thy letters came the following night. 
Threatening — the laws should vindicate thy right ; 
And father summoned me, the menace read. 
Told what that high-bom, low-lived, earl had said, 
And, invocating gods and men, besought, — 
To set no more on thee my heart or thought : — 
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Nor eyes — I answered, by the cross he serves ! 
Or let the saint he worships blight their nerves ; 
His idols hear, and make these orbits smart. 
Blind as his conscience, hollow as his heart ! 
Yet, at thy knocking, could I else than ope? 
'Twas but to bid farewell to every hope. 
Still kindness curbed my lips, but thine were wrot 
Till pride, disdain, and outrage parted both. 
My vow was broken ; but my curse obeyed. 
Whate'er that fault, the penalty is paid. 
Fitz-Hugh, my errors all have paid their fine : 
If therefore thou hast any, look to thine ! 
£re the third mom there came, who burst our cot; 
And dragged us hither : — thou hast heard for wha 



" Now, if unsent by thee— Nay, never start ! — 
Then thou hast nothing to accuse thy heart. 
Let us exchange forgivenesses, and love. 
And prayers— to meet and be forgiven above. 
But, since we parted, if to them, that search. 
Thou has denounced us — foes of Holy Church, 
Who to no priest or image bowed their knee, 
And doubted— Gt)d was flesh, or God was three? 
No. Thou didst not ; couldst not. As well withsl 
What next I ask ;— and give me back thy hand. 
Hast thou betrayed by whisper, beck, or looks. 
The cot, whose study screened forbidden books ? 
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Thy pulse has ceased ! and now beats high and hot ! 
So does my own. — 'Twas nothing. — Thou didst not. 
Yet stay; — nor deem one question more too much. 
Didst e'er accuse thyself of reading such ? 
And at confession breathe thy sins amidst ? 
Ha !"— 

' Jesu !' 

" Mahomet ! Thou didst ! thou didst ! 
Traitor ! Get beads^ get relics, thou hast need ! 
Go, — urge the host of heaven to intercede, 
Wear out a coffin with thy knees in stone. 
And watch, and fast, and whip thee to the bone, 
Lest hell for this hereafter gnash thy teeth, 
And Judas taunt thee at a stake beneath ! 
To mine ! — Were mine unquenchable and hot. 
As thou deserv*8t — Avaunt, and touch me not ! 
The chains that rivet me, where flames calcine. 
Have ties and contact less abhorred than thine. 
Go, — gnaw thy heart, and suffer mine to bum ! 
Arise ! Hence ! — hie thee, lest my feet should spurn ! 
Fall to thy sculptured gods ! If they condemn. 
To Rome ! thy Pope has pardons, purchase them ! 



" Poor bigot ! dry thy tears, and spare thy purse ; — 
Deride their penance, and defy my curse. 
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Why shouldst thou deprecate, or I exert, 

That last restraint, which injury dares subvert, 

The last protection innocence can seek, 

Last consolation to the wronged and weak, — 

The vain appeal for Heaven to intervene, 

Espouse their griefs, and vindicate their spleen. 

For this men build their future, even for this 

Their purgatorial cells, and bottomless abyss. 

Why else ? For why on earth are dungeons built ? 

To mend the guilty, or prevent the guilt. 

Then why should Heaven chastise in after time ? 

To mend the criminal, or check the crime. 

But check what crime, where none can more offend ? 

Where all repent, what criminal amend ? 

To flesh all vice, all virtue, owes its birth. 

Nor can consist with any world but earth. 

" Shall both alike then perish in the urn ? 

There, vice and virtue meet the same return ? 

Can matter perish? No: —its modes revolve. 

But is mind composite ? Can thought dissolve ? 

If nothing perish, shall the soul of man ? 

Shall hope, so boundless, hold so brief a span ? 

Why brave we death, why future judgment dread, — 

If nothing be in vain, — why love the dead ? 

May not some atom rest with memory dowered, — 

Some subtler fluid — here in flesh embowered, 

For Heaven — prepared by life — dismissed by death ; — 

May no electric heat, etherial breath. 
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irticle of heavenly fire, escape 
)rthier worlds, and fill some nobler shape ? 
was I called from nothingness to light ; 
e, my soul ! Reclaim thy natural right ! 
eeping grubs revive with golden wings ! 
ormant tortoise wakes three hundred springs ! 
creature else immortal life inherits, — 
^h ignorant all of morals and of merits, — 
bird, each fish ; for none foresees its term. 
God so loved the insect, and the worm ? 
, placed here his creatures to subject, 
*n his ends, his secret means detect, 
orks, if not his virtues, imitate ; — 
> am grateful, generous, just, and great ; 
£now what darkness maims the sun at noon, 
erring stars, and mete the circling moon;- 
[ bum up with faggots and expire ? 
; disclaim the embers of your fire, 
nyself, and not the dust of bones, 
vening's wind shall scatter from the stones. 
. have left, and never more combine, 
lence disown, and disavow for mine, 
ay, of which I shall have been the leaven : 
nyself, — a Spirit, — relative to heaven, 
put ofi* these bonds, put ofi* this flesh, 
is a bird escapes the fowler's mesh, 
heartless, senseless, shameless earth afar, 
rer spheres, and join some happier star ; 
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Orb after orb, go round the worlds above ; 
There meet congenial spirits, learn, and love. 
In endless summer, and perpetual youth. 
Aye, — so I hope; — and therefore— hope is truth? 
Has hope not foiled me, fooled me, from a child ? 
Is reason still by dreams of hope beguiled ? 
What evidence but hope ? Revenge, and pride. 
Peace, Devil ! Nay —confute, or e'en confide. 



** Have ye no rite, no exorcism, no rack, 

Can lay these fiends, that always thrust me back? 

Has Holy Church no sacrament of seven. 

To cast out fiends, that thrust me back from heaven ? 

E'en from the starry gate to which I flee : 

They drag me down from heaven, and fling to sea, 

Where waves above— and sands beneath— me roll. 

And winds blow up the shipwreck of my soul. 

Oh, for some faith, some prophet — saviour — guide ! 

Oh, could I die in hope — as mother died ! 

Or pray, as when I joined her latest prayer ! 

Why leave us, God ! to ignorance and despair ? 

Nay, childhood's lessons, and a nursery tale, 

Had lured me right, where lore and reason fail. 

I sink ; with no one but myself to blame. 

Haste ! Mother, help ! She comes, my soul to claim ! 

Lo ! there ! beneath yon crescent moon she stands, 

And o'er Al-Sirat waves to heaven her hands ; 
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Where, with God's laws, his messengers are set, — 
Noah, Abram, Moses, Jesus, Mahomet, — 
To weigh my life by mercy^s scale sublime. 
Where one good deed shall balance ten of crime. 
Come, faith shall wing the soul to heaven, and prayer 
Unfold its gates, and alms admit me there, 
And sufferings grace with crowns of martyrdom. 
I will. Yes, Allah Kierim ! I come. 
God is my God ! Mohammed is his seer ! 
And Islamism the faith I die for here ! 

'' Defame its precepts, and their progress hate, 
But own — his spirit was profound and great, 
His, who— when words usurped the place of sense. 
Penance of virtue, faith of evidence ; 
And men, in arts and arms degenerate grown, 
Adored — a woman some, and some a stone ; 
In solitude, the school of genius, bred. 
To find by thought the wisdom otliers read, — 
Came— from the mountain, where he mused sublime 
O'er deserts, seas, eternal space and time. 
Unnumbered stars, and each to worlds a sun, — 
And preached, — Ho! £arth,and Mortals,— God isone. 

** Hail to the truth ! No miracle is here. 
To cumber questions it pretends to clear ; 
To edge the bigot's zeal and scoffer's jest. 
No mysteries mock the reason they addrest. 
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The natural truth, alone, began its course, 
And held, in peace,— till foes appealed to force. 
Then rose the Arab's war-whoop long and loud — 
For Allah ! — Woe to idols ! — Woe the proud ! 

" Like that vast wave, which, raised above the main, 

By power no sages and no seers explain, 

Rolls o'er the deep, and breaks with fearful sounds. 

Where rocks oppose, and God appoints, the bounds ; 

So from the East on earth rolled far and wide 

The Moslem's creed, a deep and bloody tide. 

Lo ! Akbar, when on Afric's utmost sands 

The boundless waters met his conquering bands. 

Spurred down his horse, and leaping in the flood, 

Looked up to heaven, and raised his arm of blood, 

For God to see, and Mahomet attest, — 

Twas ocean stopped and turned him from the west; 

Else had our crescent horns, throughout the world. 

From crowns of kings and domes of temples hurled 

The Roman gibbet, spared its victims, thrust 

Its piiests to toil, and pagods ground to dust. 

And ye, instructed by a Moslem nurse. 

Had swelled the cry, ye kill me for, and curse, — 

Allah II Allah ! God is ever one ! 

God has no father, mother, bride, or son, 

Or"— 

* Hold ! Forbear ! blaspheming witch, be still ! 
Rein up thy tongue, or curbs of iron will. 



I 
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Peace ! — Brethren, must our ears be longer shocked ? 

Till when shall God and Holy Church be mocked ? 

Is not all measure of her sm complete. 

And all exhaust our sufferance ought to mete ? 

Be dumb ! — Those errors of the Arian schism, 

The damnable deceits of Islamism, 

Disputes of freedom in the human will. 

That dire dilemma on the cause of ill, 

Stale sneers, vague cavils, slanders obsolete, 

From godless cotmcils and the scomer's seat, — 

Dull fallacies, that hellward cozen fools, 

Raked up with ease by sceptics from the schools 

Of heathen sophists, and the Sadducees, — 

What boots it, brethren, here to answer these ? 

Have they not been refelled, exposed, undone. 

Condemned, and shamed, a thousand times and one, 

By solemn synods, by the text divine. 

Yea, and by human learning, line on line ? 

As well this culprit knows, or might have known, 

And we till now incessantly have shown. 



' How ill such paltering suits these lightened times ! 
How ill, that sophism, spumed of pagan climes. 
Whose faith their sages thus essayed to break ; — 
Sages, who knew so little what they spake. 
To prove the Godhead's unity, they proved 
Whatever they saw was God, where'er they moved. 



62 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

If every thing be God, can God be one ? 
Whatever they term it, Nature, Earth, and Sun, 
Soul of the World, or Universal Will, — 
'Tis still composed of parts, collective still. 
Are parts inert, and sentient parts, the same ? 
The organic plant, and animated frame? 
Is aught more different, than what drives the wind. 
And what perceives and reasons in mankind ? . 
Thus God was partible, and clouds and clods, 
Nay, atoms infinite, were separate Gods: — 
And they who shunned plurality, returned 
More polytheists, than the church they spumed. 
Folly, for cause to substitute effect ; 
Confound the fabric with its Architect ; 
Renounce the Maker, and adore his work : 
Oh folly, meet to make an infidel a Turk ! 



' Is there one neophyte so simply schooled. 

One catechumen so by words befooled, 

As needs reminding, what all annals urge, — 

That arch-imposter's creed the bloodiest scourge. 

That ever harassed earth, debased the mind. 

And roused the lust, and rapine, of mankind ? 

A creed, whose birth no miracles adorn : 

By ignorance swaddled, and of plagiary bom. 

Its votaries own it sprung from human source, 

And spread by means more brute than human, — ^foroe. 
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Is there^ who needs this synod should discuss 
Our reasons for the faith that dwells in us ? 
What prophecies announced its Founder's birth ; 
What signs in heaven succeeded, what on earth ; 
What myriads, seeing them, for God's confest ; 
What martyrs bled, to preach them, and attest : 
To what the Gospel soared, from what began ; 
How worthy God, how suitable to man ; 
How pure its morals, promises sublime ; 
How holy a Church, through all succeeding time. 
Preserved, preached, proved them, and administers. 
With how divine a grace, that quickens all of hers. 



* Sufficient proofs. If still objections rise, — 
'Twas doubtless thus it pleased the Only Wise ; 
Whose will revealed in darkness partly lurks. 
Part lightens, like his natural will and works ; 
Offering no test resistlessly direct. 
But such, as man might trust, or might reject. 
Else were faith's merit less than virtue finds. 
E'en virtue holds no thraldom o'er our minds ; 
But needs a chastened heart, and prone desire : 
Which towards our faith let infidels acquire, 
Their doubts shall wane, their each objection fail, — 
Dust on the beam, a feather in the scale. 
Then, faith shall prompt where reason must be mute ; 
Faith wield that freedom — they who lack— dispute, 
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To rein our thought, and discipline the will : 
Then, asked to solve the origin of ill, 
Faith answers, — Sin and Pain obtained their place, 
To serve man's freedom, and display God's grace,- 
Sin, that God might have something to forgive, 
And Pain, that man might seek to be forgiven and li 
But why thus strive to fathom depths immense? 
Why tempt, why doubt, our God's good providenc< 
When man for man may interpose his own. 
By ways less obvious, and for ends less known. 
And why these dark and dire objections moved ? 
Where, if for answer nothing can be proved, 
'Tis reason fails, as all — it governs — own ; 
Here, all man knows is — nothing can be known. 
Suffice it, none who follow faith shall rue ; 
None find the Gospel false, who wish it true ; 
And none, who humbly, penitently search. 
Shall doubt that truth abides with Holy Church. 



' Beyond her pale, by this example mark, — 
How vain are morals, reason dull and dark : 
The soul how cheerless, restless, and perplexed. 
Disdains the present life, and doubts the next : 
Condemned in ignorance and despair to grope ; 
Or seek in dormant reptiles food for hope ; 
And envy beasts their death, and have recourse 
To worms for comfort, wretched as its source : 
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Or, thence repulsed, take refuge from despair 

In nursery tales, and chilhood's earliest prayer. 

Man needs some faith. Profound, insatiate, need ! 

No vice can stifle, fortune supersede. 

Folly forget it, literature console. 

Nor unbelief dissemble from the soul. 

Man needs religion. Other curbs to bind 

His heart's corruption, arrogance of mind. 

Sallies of fancy, stratagems of gain, 

And storms, of passion, — else are tried in yain. 

Man needs some faith : and if his pride repel 

What heaven reveals, his fear shall learn of hell, 

What heretics invent, imposters teach. 

Or death, the last apostle, comes lo preach. 

' Fain would I find, and earnestly have sought, — 
Through all the wandering of her speech and thought. 
Which she at times betrays, at times affects, — 
Proof meet for plea of maddening intellects. 
But truth must judge, though charity be loath : 
I dare not trifle with my place, and oath : 
She stands accountable, though vague and vain. 
And is — as far as miscreants can be — sane. 

' Once, when in mazes lost without a clue. 
She tried each passage, and found all untrue, 
And, desperate, flung her self-conceit aside, 
And called on Heaven to rescue her and guide, — 
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Hope whispered— grace is theirs, who feel its need ; 
Who seek redemption, half helieve the creed. 
Too late ! her hour was past. In vain she knocked : 
The door, declined when open, sought was locked. 
And that false prophet, who deludes the East, 
Had power to seize and mark her for the Beast. 

' Come then, from them, and theirs, and their ahyss, 
Come, separate we ourselves, and her dismiss ! 
The dread and dismal duty must be done. 
Then— In the name of God, the Father, Son, 
And Holy Spirit.' — Speaking thus, he stood : 
All others rose, and signed the blessed rood. 
And all, save her whom death was throttling then. 
And him who swooned to earth, replied — Amen. 
With firmer tone, by secret prayer endued. 
The Primate raised his hand, and thus pursued. 

' Sinful, apostate, desperate, infidel ! 

Scoffer, blasphemer, sorceress, child of hell ! 

Thou, whom no grace, no penitence can stir. 

Hence, to the fate you merit, and prefer ! 

Go, laden with thy sin, of sins the worst, 

God's Church condemns thee, and thou art accurst!— 

Outcast of nature ! scandel of offence ! — 

Anathema Maranatha ! Go hence ! 

By power from Heaven, vouchsafed to our control, 

We here give up thy body and thy soul, 
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t to the secular arm, therewith to deal, 
to the Gody to whom you made appeal, 
irt ! — Resistance, doomed wretch, is vain. — 
hands on her ! Is all without in train V 

T! mercy! stay! I will recant,— I do. 
, save me, Jesu ! Mary ! save, Fitz Hugh ! 
ne confess — let me confess at least : 
ne confer one moment with a priest. 
}ures there are, in covert, to reclaim : 
;ts to show : accomplices to name, 
have I touched the chord, whose nerves unclasp 
ironed hearts, and hands' devouring grasp ? 
, for confession, let the rest stand clear, — 
— Phillip of La Trappe ! come thou, and hear ! 
im, him only, will I be confest. 
ks ! Must I kneel ? Stand further off, the rest ! 
lone o'erhear thy penitent's discourse, 
iuty yet remains— and one resource. 

ttd thee ! Last festival of father's birth, 
e thee that, — whose omen made our mirth, 
— ^which thou vowedst still for me to store, — 
h now I need, and thou canst prize no more : 
3 occasion while I mimic shrifl, 
yive me back my ivory-hafted gift. 
I torturers have prepared, and will effect, — 
than I can support, or dare expect. 

f2 



/ 
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If e'er we served you, if you wronged us e'er, 
Do this, — and all shall be — forgotten here. 
Beware ! I hear steps creeping o'er the stone : — 
And our accomplices must next be shown. 

" Our cot's two inmates, — Maud, and chaplain Hyde, 
Who ruined her,— alas ! and me beside ; 
Seduced my faith, her innocency stole. 
Depraved her reason, and destroyed my soul. 
Ordained a clerk, a falconer's son by birth, 
He read, beneath the elms of Isleworth, — 
Where, far o'er meads, from battlements of stone, 
His patron gazed, and vamited all his own. 
One of whose motherless and haughty daughters, 
The bright-haired Maud, oft strolled along the waters, 
When southern winds the whispering arbour shook, 
Where the pale clerk sat musing with his book. 
They met alone, and young, in summer^s bower. — 
Heaven frowned; — the clouds for weeping palled a 

shower ; 
Waves murmured hoarse, and wailing swelled the 

breeze : — 
But woe ! for love — unwarned, unless by these ! 
Ah, vainly thence she smiled to others' sight. 
And dewed with tears her pillow night by night, 
Sought sainted shrines, vowed penance for the shame, 
And gathered herbs — less noxious than her aim 5 
Till time surprised her with the snares of hell. 
Pale in their grasp she trembled, shrieked, and fell ; 
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E'en while her father charged, what she forswore. 
His curse pealed, sharper than a tiger's roar, — 
Out with her ! out my gates ! beyond my grounds ! 
Cart to the Thames ! no— cast them to the hounds ! — 
The Thames ! — lest beagles loath the vermin's blood : — 
There let her crime take counsel of the flood ; 
There learn what ocean can her shame immerse. 
And spare her sisters' scorn, and wreak her father's 

curse. 
She gained a bam, and bore an infant dead. 
Hyde disappeared : the world believed— he fled. 
We saw him borne the refluent stream along, 
With marks of none but voluntary wrong. 
His foe was mighty : kin, if any, poor : 
And for him none inquired,— not e'en his paramour. 

" Yet she went forth : through hamlets up and down, 
With naked feet, bare head, and tattered gown ; 
For broken food, to dance, with high-bom grace, — 
And sing for lodging where a barn had place ; 
Read palms for village children, — scream aghast. 
Lest dogs, that bayed, should rend her as she past ; 
Oft, with low murmur, plaiting rushes dank ; 
Oft gathering herbs, by elms along the bank ; 
Yet, — for the steward caned her, shunned the spot 
Where frowned the castle, — whose — she had forgot; 
So far, that when they shipped her sisters three. 
With Richard's queen, to nunneries o'er the sea. 



J 
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And Henry Fourth sent down the scroll of fate, 

To hang her father's quarters o'er his gate, 

With crowds she met him on a hurdle trained, 

And danced, and carolled, round the hlock he stained, i 

Of late, attached by charities we showed. 

Prejudged a witch, with us she made abode, 

Was with us taken, bound with us, I know — 

And think, lies chaunting to her chains below. 

" Save her from death ! and me from longer life ! 
What scruples shake thee? Hast thou not the knife? 
Then, as for shrift, thy palms above me lay ! 
In sign to brave death's lingering as I may. 
Thou hast it ! — Give ! Ere now thev think me shriven. 
Speed! and all past shall be —forgot — forgiven. 
Oh speed ! — for pity ! I adjure, — obtest ! 
Speed this sole service ! this one last request ! 
Canst help to burn, yet hesitate to stab ? 
What ! — darest thou nothing but betray and blab? 
Writhe not, nor groan,— but give it back at once! 
Oh — false, ingi'ate, fanatic, dastard, dunce ! 
Yet save, at least, one innocent from flames : 
Attest for Maud, these only were her shames. 
And — ^when priests marry — woo her for thy wife. 
A knife 1 a knife I for charity, a knife !" 

' She mocks the ritual. This must end. Desist ! 
Afraid to die, unworthy to exist. 
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Wliat more of thee can God or man attend. 
Save the last lesson of thy dreadful end ? 
Depart — ^Alas ! the sentence yearns my soul, 
And makes thee wither like a scorching scroll. 
Once more then : — Heaven has pardon e'en for this : 
Urged to the brink, fly, fly from hell's abyss ! 
The Book of Life waits still within thy reach : — 
For the last time, I charge thee, and beseech, — 
By all thou else must suffer and forego, — 
Wilt thou recant, and sign the volume ?' 

" No !" 

^ Depart in peace ! The sheriff* waits. Unfold 
Those doors, and bid the passing bell be tolled ! 
Remove her ! Nay, if needed, force must tame.' 

* Memento mori !' 

' Brother, cease ! — for shame ! 
Away with her. Sir Reeve ! Her hour is past. 
Some confessor go with her to the last. 
Let all things pity can obtain be done.' 



Memento mori !' 



Silence !' 



" God is one !" 
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' Shut out that cry ! What miscreance steels her hea: 
Calm, cheer thee, Phillip ! Thou hast done thy pa 
Done well for hers and Holy Church's weal. 
All witness,— nought was wanting to thy zeal, 
Except success. Why beat thy bosom thus ? 
Alas ! have mercy. Heaven, on him and us ! 
Upraise him, brethren ! Trappist, such extremes 
Degrade thy vows.— Shut out those dreadful screan 
You of that order, bear him to his cell. 
And heavenly grace meet with him there and dwell 
Time, and the prayers, and penance he prefers, 
Shall soothe his soul, perhaps deliver hers. 
Should grace yet reach her as with flames inurned. 
Bear him each word. This Chapter is adjoumed.- 
Oh never more for scenes like this to meet. 
Vouchsafe, I pray thee, God, the Paraclete ! 
My litter, ho !— and help me to the door ! 
These stony damps have chilled my inmost core.' 



He, who with arm to succour, words to mend. 
And prayers to save, went with her to the end ; — 
The priest, whose kindness shame could never breai 
Nor guilt divide, from those the world forsake ; 
When at Paul's Cross he preached at even song. 
The theme her sins and sufierings, told the throng,- 
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''She, after clad, without the chapter room, 
In robes emblazoned with her crime and doom, 
The hood drawn down, and elbows laced behind, — 
She seemed thenceforth abandoned, or resigned : 
Save, when the bell first somided for their march. 
One desperate scream, that pierced the cloister's arch, 
llience walked, with sunken head, and step infirm ; 
Moaning, as one heart-eaten of the worm ; 
While at her side he ceased not to impart 
Collects, and counsels, meet to change her heart ; 
And his discourse was reverently received. 
Without gainsa3dng,'— and, God grant ! believed. 



" No more resisted she, nor further spake. 
Not even when stayed, and stationed, at the stake : 
Nor when smiths manacled her waist, and beat 
The rivets home, that locked her arms and feet : 
Nor yet when wood was piled above her knees : 
Nor when it smoked, and crackled, to the breeze : 
Nor when flames inward turned, and upward towered, 
And half concealed their prey, and half devoured. 
But mute she writhed, and struggled with her chains, 
rill, worn with efforts, and exhaust with pains, 
Just ere her head, which heaved from side to side. 
Dropped on her breast, to heave no more,— she cried, — 
And owned, — as far as words were understood 
By one removed few paces from the wood, — 



I 
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Words, which misjoined repentence, and despair, 

With ill-conned fragments of our holiest prayer, — 

She owned, — a fiend they served betrayed them thus— 

But, God, as we forgive it, pardon us ! 

With which, her dextral hand till then preserved, 

Rose, as to sign the cross, but fell unnerved. 

Whether, when as this veil of flesh is riven. 

Some view of things divine is nearer given. 

Or pain unmasks hypocrisy and lies, — 

If some live miscreants, none a miscreant dies. 



" And just that moment — (wherefore not declare 
What I and thousands witnessed, gazing there ? 
Though never faith need omens to divine. 
These thrilled with dread all other eyes and mine :)— 
Just then, in denser volumes rolled the smoke ; 
And o'er the summit, where they curved and broke, 
A snow-white creature, near the turtle's size. 
Soared out, and whirled exulting up the skies. 
Pale doubt, with face turned after, hushed the throng ; 
Doubt, pale — lest innocence had suffered wrong. 
But brief. For lo ! against her from the north, 
Winged with the wind, a Hawk came sallying forth : 
A monster, owl-eyed, like the bat in flight. 
With eagle's beak, and plumage dark as night. 
On, snuffing prey, with arrowy speed, he streamed. 
The Turtle saw, and heavenward climbing, screamed. 
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The Fiend towers higher : and again the Dove, 

Redoubling efforts^ holds the yault above. 

The Hawk o'ertops her next : now both are even : 

And now the Dove mounts uppermost to heaven. 

When far beyond her, and beyond our sight, 

The Falcon, scorning contest, pitched his flight ; 

And, at the zenith, stooping from a cloud. 

Plumb as a rock, soused on her — shrieking loud. 

With savage talons smote, and grasped, the prey. 

And towering bore it to the north away. 

The north intoned — a dull, deep, distant sound. 

White feathers wide in air were scattered round : 

And, ere they reached, and stained with crimson drops, 

the ground, 
A storm-cloud wrapt him ; noiseless lightning fell. 
As driven to pierce the earth, and penetrate to hell : 
A dull, deep, distant echo died, in wailing, and a yell. 



" Now Christ keep us from heresy, and sin ! 
And gather all, and guard, his pale within ! 
For blest is he, who foUoweth and believeth 
Nor more nor less, than Holy Church receiveth." 
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TRIAL OF SIR WILLIAM STANLEY. 



PART I. 

THE COUNCIL. 

Through London's gate, with yeomen, trump^ and 

drum, 
King Henry Seventh, and all his Court, have come. 
* God save the King !'— Caps wave, and hanners rise ; 
Far cannons sound, and hill to hill replies. 
From floors o'erjutting floors with windows bowed, 
White handkerchiefs are wafted, roses strowed ; 
Each balcon beams with maids in festal gear. 
Each battlement on high is manned to cheer. 
Each cornice climbed; each casement seems o'er- 

flowed ; 
Sill, coigne, and buttress yearn beneath their load : 
For welcome, bells in every steeple ring ; 
And every comer shouts — * God save the King !' 
Before were mace and standard, borne elate, 
The keys of London, and the sword of state : 




80 STANLEY. [part i. 

Tall yeomen followed, clothed in kirtles red ; 
Mailed horsemen next, with minstrels at their head. 
Berkeley, Earl Marshal of the realm, swept by, 
Behind his golden truncheon raised on high ; 
And where the kingdom's staff with jewels glowed, 
Derby, Lord Constable of England, rode. 
Now — bannerets, in bright quaternions classed, 
Then— twelve led coursers of Arabia, passed; 
Next — men at arms with battle-axes frowned : 
Choirs, drums, a bannered cross, and chaplains gowned. 



With martial measures — on the pageant rolled. 
High dames were drawn in chariots tipped with gold ; 
And midst, with visage sad, and vesture sheen, 
Uncheered, but not unpitied, passed the Queen. 
She haply mourned, what others sought in vain, 
Her mother's coach — unnumbered in the train. 
Guards intervene. Emblazoned heralds lead 
Lords of the council : pursuivants succeed 
Chief priests of Holy Church, and judges sage ; — 
Horse after horse, with trains of many a page. 
Lo, fourscore knights with pennons lift the spear. 
And shouts revive — the King ! the King is near ! 
Yet first — who threads the archy portal ? see ! 
'Tis Stanley, Lord Great Chamberlain, 'tis he ! 
Whose tongue the senate, sword the battle sways, 
Unmatched in both, since Clifford both betrays. 
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Hailed, as Saint Michael — militant and mild ! 

How graced, how gemmed, — oh fortune's favourite 

child! 
Grey autunm's frost thy temple vainly tries ; 
Tbe blaze of summer's noon illumes thine eyes. 
Yet sorrow shades that look, or cares disturb. 
The steed, that bore him, pranced beneath the curb, 
Rose on its haunches, chafing with the rein. 
And arched a conscious neck, and bounding mane. 
But last, — half circled with a cloud of peers, 
And bowing coldly to the people's cheers, — 
His Highness entered — clothed in simplest garb. 
And tamed to statelier steps a favourite barb. 
Again knights' pennons pierced the barrier's arch, 
And yeomen, frocked in scarlet, closed the march. 
From western clouds, to share the pomp and praise, 
The sun poured forth its sanguinary rays. 
O'er burnished steel, rich pelts with silver fringe, 
Plumes, collars, stars, and robes of every tinge. 
The kingdom's wealth and wisdom, force and flower. 
On flowed the glittering stream, and winding sought 

the Tower. 



For — when events he feared, or planned, drew nigh. 
Still in these walls that monarch loved to lie. 
These, safe for him, barred others from support ; 
These held in gage his nobles, called to, court ; 
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These screened from sight, and yet secured, arrests; 
Here, guests were captives, captives seemed but guests; 
And barons, wont the distant law to mock. 
Here learned obeisance to its bench, and block. 
Such entered now, but none betrayed misdoubt, 
Which some might inly feel, of issuing out, — 
For, through the arch as passed the rearward guard. 
The double gates were shouldered to, and barred. 
The sunset's cannon thundered in the breeze. 
The warders shouted — Pass King Henry's keys ! 
When— Ho!— without a spurring horseman cried, — 
For entrance. Ho ! — But entrance was denied. 
Though oft he hailed, and cited Stanley's name. 
For whom with tidings from the coast he came ; 
Till wearied with repulse, with travel worn, 
He sought his hostel, to return at mom. 
For now night gathered : far the forest howled : 
Winds soughed, and heaven from every comer scowled; 
Stars rarely gleamed ; the statellite of earth. 
Red — as behind its shadow, filled her girth ; 
And clouds of shape portentous darked the air. 
Like stormy spirits hurrying here and there. 
Which burst, — the sentry told,— a host deform. 
And swept as hounds deep baying down the storm ; 
From midnight's watch when pale the moon had fled, 
And heaven an instant blazed with dazzling red. 
But mom came radiant with ambrosial breath. 
As life immortal breaks the shades of death ; 



• 1.] STANLEY. 83 

m, roseate seraph, pinioned as the dove, 

h golden feet, and starry brow of love, 

earth alighting, pearled from orient bowers above. 

imoned o'er evening, in a hall of state, 

:h morning blithe — the council meet, and wait. 

rypt sustained, and wainscot lined, the hall. 

shafWd windows arched the western wall : — 

:ere ribs of stone, from clustered columns, wove 

rp knots of foliage, vaulting each alcove; — 

arched the east, as broad, but higher based, 

th mullions parted, and with trefoil traced. 

all, rich, oriel baying flanked the north. 

uns from each pier, on corbels jutting forth, 

•ved to a ridge the high elliptic roof, 

th polished arcs, and pendants, hung aloof; 

•ee rows of pendant bosses, carved with crafl, 

1 hung like capitals without their shaft ; 

•m each four arches framed compartments square, 

1 leaped from wall to wall, and rested thrice in air. 

i, o'er the midst, a lantern's spiry height 

>t down a stained and shadowy stream of light. 

IT the south wall a state of crimson soared. 

urs stood for coimcillors, for clerks a board. 

w knights and nobles paced the floor of oak, 
—grouped at hearths, or round a window, spoke : 

a2 
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Churchmen and lay. — Urewic of Abingdon 
Lord Abbot, welcome as a winter's sun. 
Durham, than whose, no flock of heavier fleece, 
No lordlier castle bowered a lovelier niece ; 
No tongue, save Ely's, glozed with wilier skill. 
To serve at once his God's and sovereign's will ; 
Ely, who fulmined forth — a saintly clerk — 
On threats he scorned, excepting in the dark. 
With grace dissembling pride the prelates bowed. 
In vesture radiant as an evening cloud. 
There— Jasper, Bedford's duke, his tale retold — 
How childhood marked his nephew kingly souled : 
And Oxford heard, and Shrewsbury seemed to hear, 
Vaughan turned aside, and Buckingham drew near, — 
Happier, than had the questioned stars foreshown — 
His father's doom should echo in his own. 
Courtnay — to Devon's name and wealth restored. 
Broke, Herbert, Hungerford, bent round a board. 
Where Poynings read the statute he designed 
To bridle Erin, vaunting-his the mind 
Should tame that isle for centuries to come. 
Some heard him with neglect, with mockery some : 
Empson and Dudley found it sagely planned. — 
Empson, of speech refined, and manners bland ; 
Dudley, of bruter soul, and coarser clay : 
Sage judges, feared and flattered, in their day ; 
Both famed for sentences no question vexed, 
Throughout that reign, —both gibbetted the next. 
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who stand gazing from that oriel howed ? 
age, who saw, where Dorset's finger showed, 
V small a grate, with bars how thickly set, 
lined light and air on yoimg Plantagenet. 
>hew of monarchs whom his grandsire named, 
ked up from books and men, an idiot famed ; 
once, untamed by fetters or by fears, 
Warwick's soul gleamed forth, in after years, 
en — tried for crimes he never could have shaped, 
pleaded—' Guilty !' — and by death escaped, 
t only door to freedom — still secure, 
those, whom realms betray, and kings immure. 



here all, whate'er their thoughts, conceal them now, 
y are Lord Derby's warring on his brow ? 
(hade and sunshine on the face of May, 
clouds prevail, and sorrow darks the day. 
lething impends ; each trembles for his head ; — 
rest for cause ; but what hast thou to dread ? 
thou not wedded to thy sovereign's mother ? 
ot his Lord Great Chamberlain thy brother ? 
whose right hand his diadem was gained ; 
. by whose counsel still is half sustained, 
sit can thy reason, what thy dreams, portend — 
lause these cares ? Divide them with a friend !' 
s whispering — towards the next alcove aside 
Thomas drew the Earl, who thus replied. — 
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" Sir Rice, I knew not — looks betrayed my heart; 
Whose care has dreams, and reason, dreams apart. 
Have not those honours, named by thee to cheer. 
Earned us the hate of half assembled here ? 
Who, for our fall, raise minions they contemn ; 
And let low priests and lawyers tread on them. 
But dreams — Nay jest, I prithee, once forego. 
Though — ^witness, Heaven, and thou. Sir Rice, must 

know, 
I loved my father, and he seemed no less 
Pleased with my duty, proud of my success ; 
Dreams of his death and funeral, haunt my bed, — 
As if I quenched a lamp I might have fed. 
Sometimes he seems, left dying, to revive ; 
Sometimes entombed, is disinterred alive ; 
But always shrinks from me, whose haste withdrew. 
To riot with his wealth, and dies anew. 
Last night— I saw him !— near— as now we stand,— 
Aye, saw him! — heard his voice! — and grasped his 

hand ! 

" I — sleepless— had my balcon sought, and gazed. 
Night wildly stormed : the east with lightning blazed ; 
Clouds westward swept o'er glimpses of the moon ; 
Winds lowed, waves answered, sea-birds screamed; — 

and soon 
A voice ! — I trembled — 'twas my father's call. 
It pealed from waves, where, covered with a pall. 



I 
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boat shot up, whose motion seemed innate, 
nd veered — and vanished— at the Traitors' Gate, 
oarse swelled the wind's, and hoarse the water's din. 
3ul night grew angrier. I re-entered in ; — 
closed the casement bright with moonlit gleams; — 
turned — Oh Christ ! the spectre of my dreams ! 
1 grave clothes, beckoning, gibbering, wroth, 
aghast" — 

Lord Derby ! Shame ! has sense with colour past ? 
'is Highness comes ! Be man !— till council o'er — 
ben seek we Stanley, and deliberate more. 
1 this a time to forfeit self-control ? 
ill after council drive it from thy soul. 
nd hear my visions, more distinctly shown, 
bey need more thought, and half explain your own. 
on gate yawned mute, last midnight, for a barge ; 
''hence a mask issuing, in a warder's charge, 
)ught the king's chamber. Who it was,— to learn 
watched in vain, and witnessed his return. 
Ike yours my fancy teemed with monstrous births, 
lone, he glared, like something scarcely earth's ; 
chamel's scull seemed hooded in his cloak : 
ut once — methought — his gait, and stature, spoke 
wretch, whom thou and I have always scorned, 
f whom thy brother has in vain been warned, — 
ut far o'er seas false Clifford makes sojourn, 
nd traitor can not, dares not, thence return. 
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Yet with the sun I sought thy brother's door ; 
But the King's page had summoned him before. 
Hark ! 'tis His Highness ! After council ! Come !' 

For^ at that instant^ every lip was dumb. 

The south doors opened, with a noiseless swing. 

And lords, with golden wands, announced— The King. 

Anon there entered, at whose presence shown, 

Each knee was dropped, and every forehead prone. 

Of grave demeanour, distantly at ease, 

Deep even voice, that could if needed please, 

Care-burthened brow, eyes piercing but sedate. 

Pale cheek, imperious lip, and lordly gait : 

But, save the velvet cap, which graced his head, 

Looped with a rose of pearls and jewels red. 

In dress no sign of majesty was shown. 

Sir William Stanley followed him, alone. 

Some words were given to each, but few, and ^t ; — 

Till, forms of salutation briefly past, 

He sat beneath the state : and they, who writ — 

And who gave — counsel, had requests to sit. 

These, each with furtive glance, had scanned his face, 
And learned — no more than each could always trace. 
Something — but what ? He was not of a growth 
To smile when happy, and to frown when wroth. 
Nor yet when angry would he deign to smile : 
But taught his face by calmness to beguile ; 
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And brooded o'er his thoughts— like secret books^ 

IT'hich speech disclosed at need, but seldom looks. 

And now, with eyes that caught all others there. 

Inclined a somewhat forward on his chair, 

The left hand planting on his knee a span. 

The right stretched open,— thus the King began. — 



" My Lords, we seek your counsel and support. 
Men met yestreen the progress of our Court, 
Wayworn in life, and bowed beneath its load ; 
But not a beggar wearier of the road. 
None, who would gladder fling the burthen down, 
Than he who bears the cross of England's crown. 
When monstrous Richard trod the realm in gore, 
And rent his kindred, like a rabid boar; — 
When, desperate else of rescue or relief. 
This people called from exile — me — their chief; 
Had I replied, — are Edward's infants mine ? 
Revenge or bear it, you, who serve their line ! 
I find enough for being, and control. 
Of bread in France, of kingdom in my soul : — 
My Lords, far greater pangs, by answering thus. 
Had been deserved, far less endured, by us. 
But, if I armed, and staked, without a pause. 
Fame, life, and fortune, for that call and cause : 
Leaped from a bark half shipwrecked on your coast ; 
With half-armed followers, braved a monarch's host; — 



90 STANLEY. [part i. 

No less for your's than mine^ — for England's, right. 
For York's revenge and Lancaster's, to fight ; 
Combine their claims, their enmity compose, 
And plant in Arthur's cheek the blended rose : — 
How have I only lost the peace I made ? 
Why must I tremble at a name, a shade ? 
The sons of York by Gloster's hand were slain : 
Why rise their phantoms to disturb my reign ? 
Their House has perished in the blood it spilt ; 
Why are there found who personate its guilt ? 
And why will some believe the coarse deceit. 
And some accredit what they know a cheat? 



" Am I a tyrant, — pleased in blood to reign ? 
Have I not spared it, and forgiven, in vain ? 
Simnel, whom priests in Erin made their prince, 
I made — my scullion tirst—my falconer since ; 
Lo ! Erin now by Perkin fooled and fleeced : 
When will she lack a mountebank and priest? 
Astwood, Thwaites, Montford, Cressenor, were spared. 
Dean Worsely of Saint Paul's, — howe'er prepared, 
Awaits heaven's kingdom still, on which, in fine. 
He vows to think, nor meddle more with mine. 
To render good for ill — becomes a king : 
To make ingrates — I feel a godlike thing : 
But there are limits, where my soul is firm; — 
And Perkin's friends, my Lords, have passed the term* 
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Fhey need not proofs of— who he is, and whence : 
rhey need not motives for their king's defence : 
Fhey need examples, and shall have, hetimes, — 
That 1, who pardon, can avenge, their crimes. 
A.ye, and to show how little friends shall screen, 
Know, — yester mom the mother of our Queen 
Passed to a nunnery — ne'er to quit its zone, 
Until she quit the earth, or I the throne. 



" But ah ! though easy to expose a cheat, 

'Tis hard to track it — harder to defeat. 

The plot is wider spread, and deeper laid. 

Than fear could dream. My counsels are betrayed ! 

My subjects tempted, and my rights discussed, 

By curious tongues, that should be stilled — and must. 

Though Lord Fitzwater's neck has stained the sword ; 

Though that arch-traitor, Clifford, fled this board — 

To follow foes whose fathers slew his own. 

And sell the House he laboured to enthrone ; 

My pen though Prion's hand no more sustain ; 

Prom such though seas divide us, — worse remain. 

Yes — worse remain, — whom I can not detect. 

But strong, strong reasons drive me to suspect — 

A traitor haunts my court, in vain explored. 

And now sits with us at the council board. 

What reasons those, and thence what measures flow, 

Stanley, our faithful minister, shall show ; 
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With whom, to plan these measures and detail, 
I have conyersed, since mom began to pale. 
Pray you, my Lords, give ear to his discourse ; 
Give heart — to trace rebellion to its source : 
Give hands — to hunt this traitor to the block. — 
What means that hasty and intrusive knock ? 
Lord Chamberlain, inquire, who makes the din. 
What ! our Lieutenant of the Tower ! Come in. 
So ! Is all well ? Why this intrusion, sir ?" 

* Pardon, dread sovereign, if my duty err ; 
But one has entered, breathless from a barb, — 
English in speech, though Fleming by his garb ; 
A sword his side — a vizor guaixls his face ; 
And much he importunes to see your Grace, — 
On what, he urges, most imports your throne. 
Imports your life, should instantly be known.' 

" Imports my life ! Then be it Stanley's task — 
To leaiTi what hastens, and who wears, this mask." 

' My Liege, the wearer threatens— none shall wring 
His brow's or bosom's secret, save the King.' 

" So urged, and warned ! What mystery is this ? 
Let him come hither. — Stay a moment. — Yes. 
Imports my life I Well, bring him, but disarmed. 
Hence light may dawn. My Lords, be not alarmed : 
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hides secrets, not — methinks — offence, 
use not such a thin pretence, 
e smite this table thrice, yon walls 
, and guards make answer to my calls. 
:ent tidings come, my fears discern, 
ace dispatched, or Flanders. We shall learn, 
nee art thou ? And why this audience asked ? 
3SS ? Speak, and — please you, sir, unmasked ?" 



jer bowed. His mantle downward rolled, 
stood forth of slight but comely mould. 
I, with faltering hand, and cowering mien, 
was lifted, and his features seen, 
Qoved the monarch held his seat ; 
dth outcry started to their feet, — 
! Ho, treason !" ' Hold him fast, and bind !' 
iley, to the ward, which stood behind, — 
pistol's shot, or dagger cast, 
rce all England. Bind, and hold him fast ! 
strong cell be named for his abode, 
death, and what the place, and mode. 
;he law, — my Liege should be acquainted, — 
ta'en, or outlawed, or attainted, 
of error, for defence, is none ; 
is instant said, and instant done : 
rhat pains his Liege may please forgive, 
your crown's and heart's prerogative, — 
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For Clifford shared and served these counsels long. 
And Heaven itself with mercy dooms the wrong, — 
I would kneel suitor, praying my liege Lord, 
To spare him all, except the axe or cord.' 

" Stanley, thy learning with devotion blends 
Zeal for thy king, and pity for thy friends ; 
But this adventure has intrigues attached. 
Which scarce may pass so hastily dispatched. 
The vizor half remains, which we must lift. 
And charity exacts a space for shrift. 
And though a halter o'er that weasand bound 
Were dearer to my heart than treasure found. 
Prudence and interest interpose a check : 
We must not choke his secrets in his neck. 
Could all the treasons — in that bosom hid— 
Be bought --for what thou namest, I might bid ; 
Else, be the boon of easy death denied. 
Till means to learn them, or extort, be tried. 
But parley first. Unhand— and give him speech. 

" Clifford, what folly brings thee in my reach ? 
What desperate crime ? Was regicide thy aim ? 
Doth Heaven besot thee thus, or Hell inflame ? 
Denounced a traitor, as was proved too well. 
And cursed at Paul's — with candle, book, and bell, — 
Thy blood attainted, and thy head appraised. 
Why, — answer me, unless thy brain be crazed, — 
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Why should I not make York's example mine. 
And swear to see thee, ere I move to dine. 
Chopped up, like Hastings^ on a timber-log. 
Or from yon crane launched, dangling, as a dog ? 
Save — first to have some question on a mill, 
Which can dissect thee and forbear to kill. 
Transcribe thy bosom like a parchment scroll, 
And wrest each secret screaming from thy soul. 
What! KnoVst thou England ? Is not this the Tower? 
What crime, what folly, places in my power 
This double boon, to do a traitor dead, 
And save the bounty ofiered for his head ?" 



' For that, most injured Prince, for that I came. — 

With power as little to conceal my name, 

As hope to shun my sentence, or intent 

To gloss my treasons, or their sum augment. 

But, oh ! my spirit could endure no more — 

To herd with outlaws on a foreign shore. 

To eat the bitter bread by strangers doled. 

And serve the widowed witch of Charles the Bold : — 

To bow my knee before a foundling Jew, 

To rend for him my country's wounds anew, 

Infect with fraud her fealty, and impose 

The fungus of a toad for England's rose. 

And fired by wrongs— of late detected source. 

Wearied with exile, goaded by remorse, 
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Shamed at the erime^ and sickened at the cheat, 

I come, to fling me at my sovereign's feet. — 

Thus shall my blood, by public justice spilt, 

Exhaust my griefs, and expiate my guilt. 

But — if confession can make more amends. 

And thou wouldst hear of Perkin's force and friends, 

Mine is no barren shrifl, nor vain return. 

I know their whole intngues : command, and learn ! 

Heaven may through me discover crimes unknown, 

And save your House, and vindicate my own. 

Yet be my tale from all reproach exempt ; 

No racks shall frighten me, nor promise tempt : 

Bid me but speak — and fearlessly proclaim. 

Without respect of kindred, rank, or fame ; — 

Say — truth attested shall be no ofience, — 

And trust to my remorse, my penitence. 

Remoi'se shall prompt, and penitence extort — 

Who with that Jew beyond the seas consort, 

And who within the seas invite his power ; 

Who within London, who within the Tower — 

' These nobles stare : and some aflect to sneer : — 

Ah ! let not Derby's whisper bar thine ear. 

My Liege, — or Heaven bear witness ! — thou art 

warned. 
My tale is useless, for I see — 'tis scorned. 
Who hath believed a soothsayer's report ? 
Or when was truth a welcome guest at court ? 



PAiT l] STANLEY. 97 

For offering which, be instant death my meed ! 

Its pain I merit, its repose I need. 

My lands are forfeited ; my blood attaint : 

I make no plea : I offer no complaint. 

Lead on ! — May no avenger here remain ! — 

But ah ! — Lead on, and launch me from the crane. 

And Grod, for Jesu's sake, and his elect's. 

Receive this penance, though the world rejects.' 



^' Clifford, say on ! nor think to trifle thus. 
[f thou wouldst shun the torture, rack not us. 
rhy reappearance at this place and time. 
These warnings mixed with penitence for crime. 
These hints, this emphasis of speech and look, — 
Are more than I dare stifle, or will brook. 
By thine allegiance — ill of late sustained. 
By thy remorse —if verily unfeigned, 
I charge,— and warrant thee — by my parole, 
Speak out thy thought, and liberate thy soul. 
Regard not station : name whome'er thou wilt. 
No charge, if proved, shall aggravate thy guilt. 
But woe ! to him, who sports with my distrust, 
Or through surmise, or slander, wounds the just. 
Let these conditions then attest thy suit : — 
If he thou chargest can thy charge refute, 
Thy sentence follows his acquittance won. 
And shall be instant said, and instant done« 

H 
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The nearest guide-post shall, for gallows, tell 
To after days — the way thou went'st to hell." 



' Plain terms, my Liege, and just alternative ! 

No man could fitter ask, nor monarch give. 

Only — to credit, or discredit, proof— 

Lies not in thy behest, nor my behoof; 

To speak and prove^is all I undertake. 

And proof I proffer of a crime shall make 

The cheeks in yonder circle blanch with fear. 

And the ears tingle on the heads that hear. 

Within the Tower, within this room, that ring. 

Aye — in the house and household of the King, 

Used as a staff his daily walks to prop. 

With him at table dipping in the sop, 

A traitor lurks ; compared with whose attaint. 

My crimson sins were snow, and I a saint. 

With tongue to soothe, and thought to mine, the 

throne — 
With hand of steel — to fire — and heart of stone. 
Works a dark traitor — fathomless as hell. 
Wouldst daunt — or dare — me with a scowl so fell ? 
O ! prompt each goodly gift for thine to choose. 
And ask for friends — the hatchet — and the noose. 
Thyself far worthier of the block or bough. 
Thou art the man. Sir William Stanley, thou !' 
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The king sank back, — as if his heart would bleed : 

All others sighed, — as though their own were freed : 

Stanley leaped up. The trump of Cherubim, 

For judgment pealing, less had startled him. 

His manly frame, an instant, cowered and shook ; 

Cadaverous paleness frosted o'er his look ; 

Clenched were his hands ; arms stiffened by his side ; 

His eyes aghast, mouth open, nostrils wide ; 

Erect his bristling hair, suppressed his breath ; 

And in his throat the throttling gasp of death. 

Till, after efforts, rallied from surprise. 

He strode, on Clifford riveting his eyes. 

Strode past the presence, with a lion's pace, 

And stood, confronting Clifford — face to face. 

There, scowling brows, and grinding teeth, were met 

With looks assured, impenetrably set. 

Till burst — a scream of virulence and rage, 

Ajs leaped the gauntlet, — " Liar ! Take my gage ! — 

To make thee eat those words, recant their note, 

And own — ^thou liest, liest, in thy throat ; — 

Add that confession to its shrift of guilt. 

Or down it drive this falchion, to the hilt." 



Clifford had raised the gauntlet, nothing loath. 
But Henry stamped his foot, — ' Forbear ye, both ! 
That barbarous custom, of unlettered laws, 
111 suits my presence, ill becomes your cause. 

h2 
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Fraud flies to ordeals, savageness to force. 

Ignorance to lot, — but justice loves discourse. 

What ! if thou, Clifibrd, wouldst anticipate 

A soldier's death, to shun a felon's fate ; 

Wouldst either rob me of a subject true. 

Or rob the laAvs and gallows of their due ; 

Stunning inquiry with the din of strife. 

And ofiering, that vile argument, thy life ; — 

Yet, Stanley, — oh, my champion ! oh, my friend ! , 

Why choosest thou that issue, or that end ? 

Resume thy gage, thy seat, thy self-control ! 

No man disputes thy fortitude of soul ; 

Or doubts the lightning of that sword unsheathed. 

Alas ! till now suspicion never breathed 

Against thy loyalty, which all proclaim 

Bright as thy sword, and ceilain as its aim. 

Oh ! keep thou that unstained by Clifibrd's breath ; 

I will keep this unspotted by his death. 



' Another time, with self alone concerned. 

Sneers and contempt were all these tales had earned. 

I had preferred, by trust in Stanley led. 

That stumbling-block, on which my father bled. 

Rather than shun it, knowing Stanley laid. 

But with its King the kingdom falls betrayed. 

And oh ! — my breast is harassed with distrust, — 

With curious doubt, that would be solved— that must. 
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J Come, it behoves thy honour to submit. 

First hear these calumnies — ^then answer ! Sit ! 
Indignant^ as thou justly art^ be mute ; 
Hear thine accuser first, and then refute ! 
Unless we find his proof and charge at strife, 
And need no answer, save thy feme and life. 



* For what ! if envy carp whom fame exalts, 
Shall I forget men's merits for their faults ? » 
See frailties magnified, and virtues hid : 
And years by hours outnumbered ? God forbid ! 
Have I not heard, through four preceding reigns. 
What aid in councils, embassies, campaigns, — 
What fruits of victory won beyond the sea. 
The realm and throne of England owe to thee ? 
In peace have not proved thee ? Have I not 
In battle proved ? — can Bosworth be forgot ? 
Confide in me. What dares this outlaw urge ? 
I hold the scales, and should the balance verge. 
Long years of service shall the poise redeem, 
And make the chaff of slander kick the beam. 
But what of thee can Clifibrd prove, or tell, — 
What any feign, which thou canst not refel ? 
Bid him speak out then : dare him to impeach ! 
Challenge — to arms of argument and speech ; 
Arms, ye are both instructed well to wield : 
Seize this arena ; make my hall your field ! 
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Defy him hither ; here, if he insists. 
Defeat, destroy him ! I will guard the lists. 

* Clifford, thy lips have, like a canon's, spoke — 

What I cannot control, nor thou revoke, 

A sound of terror, and a shaft of fate. 

It must have scope. All caution now is late. 

On ! Though the path be slippery for thy feet. 

There thou canst not remain, nor shalt retreat. 

If able, grasp, and sever from my throne. 

And fling below thee, for a stepping-stone. 

This rock, this colunm, — under which, if raised. 

Thy knees will stagger, and thy bones be crazed. 

On ! We shall learn. Let nothing be prejudged ; 

Nor speech restrained ; nor time for audience grudged. 

Make good thy charges ; bring thy proofs to light ! 

And God discern the truth, and shield the right !' 
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PART II. 
THE ACCUSATION. 

" Most gracious Sovereign, reverend Prelates, Peers, 

All — who consult, and every one— who hears. 

Witness ! — I bow to this opprobrious task. 

As the last penance my misdeeds could ask, — 

As urged by yearnings for my native land. 

My sovereign's safety, and my God's command. 

Yet these, perhaps, had scarce so steeled my nerves, 

So rapt the heart that never shrinks or swerves, — 

To dare a hope forlorn, the ravelin reach. 

Bound o'er the ditch, and mount the desperate breach, 

And smite the castled foe — at whom I come ; 

But private vengeance — like a stormy drum. 

And hate — with measures thrilling as a fife. 

Beat up my march, to marshal life for life. 

Yes, hypocrites dissemble — fools accuse — 

But brave men own — it, and the wise will use, — 

By, God's dread ministers to justice given. 

Revenge and hate, I hither have been driven, 

At once — to serve my country, save her chief. 

Wreak my own rage, and vindicate my grief. 
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Grief, such as few inflict— or bear, and live ; 
Oh ! such as none deserve, but who forgive. 
No matter what : I need not yet disclose : 
Enough, that all shall know, and Stanley knows. 
But England's wrongs claim preference to my own : 
And both, both bid me — first avenge the throne, 
And half efface my crime, by blazoning his. 
Then— hear, my Liege, hear— what your favourite is. 
A shameless, factious, treacherous, ingrate, 
Foe to the crown, disloyal to the state. 
Perjured to God : by rapine and by stealth — 
From realms he beggared — ^bloat with princely wealth, 
Yet stretching still for gold insatiate hands ; 
With princely fiefs, yet grasping still for lands : 
And greedy even to fatten them and flood, 
With, all that rests, a beggared people's blood. 
Stanley betrays your House and kingdom. Sire ! 
For both, he whets a sword, and fans a fire ; 
Stanley wooes foreign war, and social strife. 
To wrest your sceptre, aye— to wrest your life. 
The base of Perkin's hopes is Stanley's force : 
Stanley's exchequer is their great resource : 
Their first— in treason's muster-book enrolled — 
Is Stanley. Stanley, Sire, is bought and sold, 
To speed the crime Fitzwater's death delayed. 
Betray the councils Prion erst betrayed ; 
Give head to all — the heart of Margaret plots ; 
With gold of Frenchmen, and with steel of Scots, 
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Join brigands trained without — to those that lurk 
Within — the realm, and find them pay and work ; 
And seize that diadem, he deems his gift, 
And vaunts the hand that proffered it shall lift, 
To crown withal that imp of fraud and scorn. 
Of York begotten, of a Jewess bom. 

'' Lo ! crimes enough for all but Stanley's doom. 
Proofs are as prompt : and scarce need ampler room : 
For these eyes witnessed all — these lips depose. 
What then remains, but name my proofs, and close ? 
Forsooth, that Stanley may with tears succeed, 
To crave excuse, or claim it as his meed ; 
Ask — shall one hour extinguish years of worth ? 
Has memory fled, is gratitude on earth ? 
Appeal to Bosworth, never-tiring tale ; 
And, as he cast his gauntlet in the scale, 
Now wage fame, kindred, camps, and councils past: — 
And Clifford hangs. No^ Stanley ! — not so fast. 
Think not to find that subterfuge unbaiTcd ; 
I know thy fathom, and have nets shall guard : 
Thou shark— too huge for single snares to close ! 
Take ample rope ! — my hook is in thy nose : — 
Till sweeping meshes meet in compass drawn. 
And rake thy life's whole courses from the spawn. 
Past shipwrecks — buoyed— must warn from those to 

come. 
And numbering former victims— close their sum. 
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" Hear facts — in history rare — ^to England's due ; 
Facts^ Sire, instructive — and untold — to you ; 
Who, exile, learned truth only by report, 
And, King, now learn it but as told at court. 
Let Stanley's guilt to previous Kings be shown ; 
Let wrongs — they suffered from him— edge your 0"^ 
Defer awhile his league with Perkin's crime ! — 
But rest assured proofs only bide their time : 
Aye — pregnant proofs, with reasons prompt and plaii 
As sight, as touch : — yet sight and touch were vaii 
Against a favourite thus with power endued. 
Before the throne his power can so delude : 
Till first I rend the visor from his soul. 
Strip false desert, which cloaks him — as a stole. 
Deplume false services, and false repute, 
And show him up in natural hue and suit. 
Not only thus to win an equal space. 
Thus clear these lists from prejudice or grace ; 
But show, ere treason reached this giant gi'owth. 
How often Stanley has betrayed an oath. 
Betrayed a camp, a King, how many times. 
How oft has merited to die for crimes. 
Crimes to the crown — no matter on whose brow, 
They claim revenge from him who wears it now :- 
More, — thus to cut beneath his feet, and crush. 
Those hopes of pardon, where he walks so flush ; 
And prove him one 'twere impious to forgive ; 
Prove God and man betrayed, if Stanley live ; 



% 
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Fitzwater martyred, if his tempter scape 
That axe, which never smote a worthier nape. 
Then let me track his tortuous course from youth 5 
Through crimes to God, to Holy Church's truth, 
To Kings entombed, to Kings without a tomb. 
To you, who vindicate, or share, their doom : — 
Track him, through blood and ruin, spoil and prey. 
To Margaret's court, and smite him there, at bay. 
Else can not you discharge, nor I pursue, 
What to this presence — what to Heaven's — is due. 
Nor what my great revenge and injuries ask ; 
Nor will I else attempt the fixiitless task. 



" Suspicion's breath on Stanley never fell ! 
Never, till now ! — your Highness said ; — and well : 
It suits your great and generous intellect. 
But Kings find treason— where they least suspect; 
And Kings are lost in pitfalls— ere they think : 
As Richard sunk ; and Richmond next may sink. 
But spurn the stepson's — for the monarch's— part! 
Conceive thee— God's vicegerent, as thou art; 
Think power a trust, thy people's weal its end. 
Love truth and justice better than thy friend ; 
And cease to wonder, why yon flattering train 
Deemed it a task too perilous and vain — 
To challenge one — so near the throne in love. 
In lands and treasures — one so far above. 




108 STANLEY. [part n. 

It needed speech enfranchised by attaint. 

I, who from youth have witnessed what I paint. 

Who deem this presence but a convict's cell, 

Who speak as on the scaffold, I can tell, — 

Stanley was never but a bait and snare. 

Since first he practised smiles, and learned to swear : 

Never, since first his sword a victim sought, 

Except an hireling changeling, sold and bought, — 

Proud over weakness, abject under power ; 

Turned with the current, tempered by the hour ; 

Ready to champion, ready to betray. 

All princes, causes, countries, creeds, for pay : 

And never readier for a fouler gest. 

Than where suspected least, and loved the best. 



" When, feared of men, nor chastened yet of God, 
The third Lancastrian Monarch grasped the rod. 
By Holy Church's will, the law's, the land's, 
With oaths on oaths, established in his hands ; — 
(Whose soul was rapt as on a seraph's wing, 
And tongue foretold— that Richmond should be King:) 
Mid parasites, who thronged the royal roof. 
Prompt till the need, and faithful till the proof, 
Young Stanley came — to kneel, and stretch his hands, 
And swear liege homage for his father's lands. 
None found such grace, such virtue, in the Queen, 
Her soul so gentle, amiable her mien ; 
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nd, save that one same prophecy, none found 
!.ing Henry's mind and health — so sane and sound, 
ill waste at home, and foreign ill success, 
he court's misrule, the people's idleness, 
he crime of Suffolk, pride of Somerset, 
jid, worst, the King's insolvency of debt, 
[ad sown to every wind distrust and hate ; 
Those seed sprung up, and fully grown, and great, 
.field the Nevilles marched — as mowers blythe, 
l^ith harvest shouts, and whetting swung their scythe: 
.nd Stanley followed, through their swath, to fork, 
nd sheaf, and share the garnered mows of York. 

For which, to Richard he transferred the oath 

o Henry sworn ; next, — plighted it to both 5 

nd kept it, how — what follows shall evince. 

he duke was hailed protector o'er his prince ; 

tut the Queen rescued him from ward and jail : 

he Queen, with heart and talent more than male, 

adeemed his crown and life : the rebels fled ; 

.nd Stanley then had lost his forfeit head ; 

jid York his kingdom, dukedom, faction lost ; 

lut truce and time were purchased. What the cost ? 

Has England — Paul, in heaven! hast thou— forgot 

hat odious pageant, that most impious plot, 

ty priests accredited, by Stanley planned ; 

i^hen Yorkists and Lancastrians, hand in hand, — 



J 
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Led by Duke Richard with the Queen, pursued 

By prelates, peers, and all their multitude, 

With banners joined, disarmed their head and limbs,— 

Marched, to the chaunt of psalms, and choral hymns, 

Through London to St. Paul's : wherein they swore, 

To rend each other, and the realm no more : 

To cease from tumult, from dissension cease. 

And keep allegiance, and perpetual peace. 

They swore it ;— kneeling low at every shrine, 

By every sanction, human and divine : 

In witness, some their lips to relics bent. 

And Stanley, Stanley, gulped God's sacrament. 



^' Anathema ! dark, dastard stratagem ! 
Prelude— oh ! worthy of their cause and them. 
To every crime of perfidy and feud. 
Designed already, and which soon ensued. 
Thence years devolved — and Stanley was their source, 
Of treason, havoc, waste, and lawless force : 
Years, through whose night no ray of glory beams ; 
No noble work, no generous thought, redeems— 
No muse adorns —the age — no arts console, 
When arms decide— what faction shall control. 
Just Heaven abandoned all to death and sin. 
All charities were fled, all ties of kin ; 
All difference gone of virtue and of vice : 
£ach crime its guerdon had, each head its price. 
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Like hills, the barrows rose on many a plain, 
Where brethren slew, and stripped, their brethren slain. 
Whom spared the falchion, him the hatchet cleft, 
And hangmen gleaned whatever the soldier left. 
Perish the memory of those years abhorred ! 
No tongue revive them, and no book record ! 
The tale would mad ourselves to recollect, 
Ajid shame our sons, or — worse — perhaps infect. 



^' Throughout those scenes of massacre and spoil, 
To follow his career, were sorer toil. 
Than to pursue through clouds the raven's way. 
Who snuffs a camp, and importunes for prey. 
He from no pillagelfrom no carnage-staid. 
Till Bosworth closed the grave St. Alban's made. 
From none turned back, without a bloodier hand, 
A heavier purse, and wider-reaching land. 
When then ? — So raged the madness of the times : 
Are deeds— thus stale and common— Stanley's crimes? 
No : God forbid ! Be this excuse his meed, — 
Though this — his captives used in vain to plead, — 
All must take part when rival kings contend. 
And all — the part once taken — must defend ; 
Some trace from John of Gaunt the royal line, 
But monarchs bom of York were always mine. 
A frank, bold plea. Give such defence its due. 
What ! then— to York was Stanley always true ? 
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When Warwick offered more than Edward paid. 
For Warwick— was not York in turn betrayed ? 



" Yet, of those princes, who could more entice — 
Who buy— thy fealty, at a larger price. 
Than Edward Fourth? In whom each claim con- 
curred, 
Of statute, choice, and birthright — some averred, 
Of conquest and possession — all allowed. 
That prince beside was profligate, was proud. 
Was cruel, sensual, vain ; in every part — 
Was like thyself, by habit and by heart. 
Faithless to all, to all he bore distrust ; 
No law could stand between him and his lust ; 
No gratitude, no natural ties, abide 
Between his vengeance and offended pride. 
Your vices, e'en where differing, made accord ; 
'Twas his to lavish what 'twas thine to hoard : 
He gave as fast, as thou could'st importune, 
What neither of you owned, on Wharfe, and Lune f^— 
Gave all thine eye o'erlooks, of fell, or field. 
From Skipton's Tower, — where Clifford hung his 

shield — 
Clifford of Cumberland, whose battle cry 
Thy chargers knew, nor needed spurs to fly ; 
Though now thou reapest where his vassals tilled. 
And — whom thou fled'st alive— canst pillage killed. 
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Had earth a tie can bind thee, gift can sate, 
To Edward Fourth how couldst thou prove ingrate ? 
When Henry's flag emerged from Lincobi's fen, 
Buoyed on the shouts of thrice ten thousand men. 
By Launde embattled, and by Warwick paid ; — 
And Clarence, sent to rout them— turned to aid. 

'^ Caught in the fooltrap of an embassage. 

The Lord of Warwick well might bum with rage ; 

Employed — with France his sovereign's hand to plight. 

Which Edward gave the relict of a knight : 

But thou couldst hardly feel — or feign — disgust, 

To see a realm betrayed to regal lust : 

Or see those honours showered on Woodville's line : — 

Ignoble half, 'twas nobler far than thine. 

Was Grey betrothed to Ann of Exeter ? 

Warwick had destined none of thine for her. 

The treasurer's staff was wrested from Mountjoy : — 

Who — who would trust thy hand in that employ ? 

Yet what thy zeal to thrive by Wai*wick's league ! 

I know the price, — I tracked the whole intrigue. 

Dear was thy cost, his sister's plate and land : 

Duke Geoi^e of Clarence cost his daughter's hand ; 

His sister to thy brother pledged her troth : 

For Warwick knew the worth of Stanley's oath. 

" Of this what canst thou contradict, what wilt? 
The plot ? All know it. Thy consent and guilt ? 

I 
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Then why those wains^ of silver plate and gold. 
To thine— from Warwick's— Castle, nightly rolled ? 
Or why, — when Launde's untimely fight and fall 
Set thick his followers' heads on Lincoln's wall, — 
Marched Warwick northward, northward — to thy 

gate? 
Why, but to claim some guerdon for his plate ? 
Say— since his sword had England's staff become. 
Since England's laws were silenced by his drum, 
That arbiter of crowns was Liege — by might, 
And claimed obedience paramount to right : 
But say, — what welcome did this liege lord meet. 
When flying to thy gate, from Launde's defeat? 
When, at the drawbridge, where the swifter sound 
Of Edward's victory easier entrance found, 
Warwick for succour — shelter — blew his horn ; 
And stood, and poured the torrent of his scorn. 
Invoking ties, and oaths, and presents rich ; — 
Why was that drawbridge hoisted from the ditch ? 
Why shafts through loopholes levelled for a shower, 
To warn his train as rebels from the tower ? 
Why ?— but because its lord was yet untold — 
That Warwick's head was worth its weight in gold ; 
Clarence, then with him, worth an equal fee ; 
Else — neither had escaped beyond the sea. 

" The danger over, — ivows of aid were sent. 
From Skipton's gate, — but scarce reached Edward's 
tent; 
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Fair Bolton's aisle resounded still with thanks, 
Still Bolton's bells were echoing o'er the banks ; 
When, lo ! — while Edward swept each northern heath, 
To snare Fitz-Hugh, whose sword disowned a sheath, — 
The western coasts are white with canvass spread ; 
They gleam with helmets bearing roses red ; 
Forward, with midland shouts, a Warwick comes. 
Leagued with Lancastrian chiefs : — beat up the drums ! 
To arms ! — all England starts with one accord. 
And owns, and welcomes back, her loyal lord. 
Beneath the people's feet is cast and crushed— 
That weed, which — shamed so often — never blushed ; 
And crimson crowns are culled from roseate bowers, 
To wreathe our foreheads with Lancastrian flowers. 
Edward's own tents to join our night-cry rouse: 
He starts — ^from sleep with some adulterate spouse : 
He iiies— abandoned, and abjured, of all; 
Seaward he flies —but not by Skipton's wall : 
To pawn his robe with Easterlings for gold. 
And beg his bread of Burgundy the Bold ; 
Who blushed to own — the brother of his wife 
Could forfeit such a throne, and cling to such a life. 



" Who now with speedier train to London went ? 
With noisier zeal who stamped in parliament ? 
For God, for Holy Church, and England's cause — 
Who was it claimed repeal of Edward's laws ? 

i2 
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Of Edward's grants? and offered — ^what instead? 
Acts to make forfeit his and Gloster's head. 
Acts for reversing Oxford's, Ormond's doom, 
Pembroke's, and Somerset's, weremoved— by whom? 
Richmond's attainder was — by whom reversed ? 
Stanley, — who gave a vote so different erst. 
When Richmond's father fell of land and life amerced : 
Stanley, who now drew Henry from the Tower, 
Now owned him king — ^in every thing — but power; 
And — spared through folly, penitent from fear. 
Renewed his oath, and kept it — half a year. 

" Spirits there are — no kindness can subdue, 
No gifts attach, no interest render true ; 
Forgiven — who ne'er forgive, who sting—- caressed. 
Beloved — despise you, and obliged — detest. 
And times there are, which every tie derange. 
And make men readier than the wind to change. 
In vain, let right oppose, diversion lure. 
Wisdom instruct them, piety adjure : 
A song, a by-word, void of wit or worth. 
Shall hurl the highest from their seat to earth. 
Though Heaven uphold them with each kingly gift : 
In vain their wisdom, valour, faith, and thrift ; 
Pai*t are denied, and part traduced as crimes. 
Such were the spirits, such, my Liege, the times, — 
Who, when on York, with Edward's flag elate, 
Burgundian ships had vomited their freight, — 
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Roused without cause, and rushed without a scope, 
Save reckless love of change, and ignorant hope, 
Roused; and with Stanley rushed, in arms arrayed, 
To Edward's camp, and hailed him King — and made. 
At Bamet — rearing high his throne defiled. 
O'er heaps of Warwick's host on Warwick piled, 
(In heaven his soul and Montague's be shriven ! 
Both scorned fourfold the bribe for Stanley given :)— 
And digging pits profound — on Severn's banks, 
Where Devonshire went down with all his ranks ; 
Where the last cries for Lancaster were heard ; 
And the last victims of that House interred. 

" The Commons met — to vote the victor's will. 
I know not, care not, who proposed the bill ; 
But this I know, there Stanley held a seat. 
There had, if not the courage, health, to meet : 
Where was his rhetoric when that bill was moved ? 
Tell, how he stormed against it, how reproved. 
How boldly argued, or how kindly prayed, — 
Against what bill ? The bill, my Liege, which made 
Richmond a traitor, which his name proscribed. 
His blood attainted, and his murderer bribed. 

" The sons of York now raged without control, 
Developed, and gave loose to, all their soul ; 
Indulged their genius— inly bred — and bom, 
For deeds, which hangmen loath, assassins scorn ; 



118 STANLEY. [part ii. 

Whose office now seemed blended with the Crown's. 
They decked, with nobles' heads, the gates of towns ; 
They wooed the widows, whom their axe divorced ; 
They won the heiress, whom they else had forced : 
And, when no enemies remained to bleed, 
Turned knives against each other and their seed. 
Detested scenes of bloodshed, lust, and spoil ! 
But oh ! from which. Sir Knight, didst thon recoil ? 
I say not — which resist, nor which resent ; — 
Which roused thy grief, which stirred thy discontent ? 
When hast thou — shrinking — seen — in Edward's 

court — 
A Prince of Wales bound, buffeted for sport, 
By Edward's gauntlet smitten on the cheek ? 
When heard — a captive Queen, his mother, shriek, — 
To see him pale by George's dagger gored. 
And reel from Rivers' staff to Richard's sword. 
Who, as he pinned the gasping prince to earth. 
Asked — had he drunk for courage lacked by birth ? 
When seen — a King, whom innocence, and woes. 
And age, made almost sacred, e'en to foes. 
Exposed in death— from means— which none could 

doubt. 
Albeit his corpse betrayed no wound without ; 
Congenial means for Gloster to contrive. 
Who kept his cell, and saw him last alive? 
When hast thou seen— a Tyrant, throned in state. 
Mid peers convened, demand his brother's fate — 
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Deserved for all things, save for what he died, 
And of all men, save him, the fratricide ; 
Seal — to that fate, surrendered hy the Peers, 
Driven hj the Commons' prayers, and people's cheers — 
Clarence, thy friend, so hounteous, so attached. 
So scarred for them, by whom he was dispatched — 
In hell to answer for those perjuries, those. 
Which saved your heads when paler than their rose, 
Enriched poltroons, who left him in his need. 
Ennobled some, who sentenced him to bleed. 
Enthroned this brother, and made that a prince : — 
When hast thou seen — the like, and dared evince 
One thought of honour's— one for mercy's — cause. 
Or breathed — but flattery, looked —except applause? 



" Well, — Stanley answers — bought I was and sold, 
But not. Heaven witness ! by Burgundian gold ; 
To England true, through good report and ill ; 
In every change of faction — English still. 
Whether for York, or Lancaster, or Neville : — 
He nods ! Oh, Impudence— thou potent devil ! 
Are bribes Burgundian more accursed than French ? 
Since when has Charles been driven to retrench ? 
When in arrears fell Lewis till deceased. 
Nor paid thy pension at the usual feast ? 
What pension ? Ask me ! I in exile learned. 
And let me publish what, and wherefore earned. 
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" Lewis Eleventh, the craftiest king that reigned, 
Balked all his foes, and all his yassals chained, — 
But could not chain his tongue, nor always halk 
The Frenchman's dire necessity of talk. 
Not Stanley proner, in his youth — and since. 
To prate of woman, and his wiles evince. 
By which he won her — virtuous, left — a drab. 
Than Lewis, in his cups, to boast and blab 
Of those, who coming armed, their march retraced, 
Foiled by his cunning, or by gold debased, 
Haimless to others, with themselves content; 
As Edward and his host to England went. 
Like men forgetting — why they sallied thence. 
Or carrying weapons duller than their sense. 



" For, cloyed by riot, never touched by shame, 
A thirst of blood mistook for thirst of fame, 
Lo ! Edward threats, whatever the effort cost. 
To conquer all the Sixth King Henry lost. 
And all the Fifth accomplished — to eclipse ; 
And — stooped from pinions of an hundred ships. 
He on the Somme his Lion-standard rears. 
By myriads hailed of archers, knights, and peers. 
What ancient barons had escaped his axe, 
What new sprung up beneath his seal and wax; — 
Mushrooms of darkness, upstart weeds of mud ! 
Who taint the old noblesse of land and blood. 
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Affect their xnanners^ and exceed their pride. 

Usurp their lands, their moveables divide ; 

Or filch their arms, and creep within their towers, 

By daughters' portions, or by widows' dowers ; 

Or — rich by nepotism, chicane, and trades. 

Mask base descent, by titles it degrades, 

And names— to history known for conquests or cru- 
sades : 

Or — vain some franklin father to record. 

Supplant his Gaffer — with a Sir or Lord. — 

But — powers, which startled Gaul, and England 
drained. 

Challenged the crown of France, — and well had 
gained. 

For — what, betrayed by servants, snared by foes, 

"Reft of allies, had Lewis to oppose ? 



" Oh Craft ! Craft lifts the weaker o'er the strong ; 
Craft makes the shorter purse outreach the long : 
For wealth avails by measure less than mode ; 
It is not — ^what possessed, but — how bestowed. 
French heralds came, with no defiance sent. 
But arguments for peace, to Stanley's tent. 
What potent spells have reasons — fitly told ? 
These beamed like silver boughs with fruit of gold. 
They proved to Stanley,— wars were wasteful things ; 
Peace for his countrjr's profit, peace his kings ; 
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Men — restless, as the troubled seas, dissever 

Two realms, whose interests should be one for ever. 

Such themes are shallow, vulgar, trite, and stale ; 

Yet such, fresh gilt, like sterling coin prevail. 

For shame, for manhood, some exclaimed, inveighed : 

But Stanley stilled them, stunned them. Peace was 

made. 
Brass, for a sop, in Edward's lap was tost ; 
Some tithe of half his armament had cost } 
Some baubles added for his Queen and punk ; 
And turning tail, away his Lions slunk. 
Unslaked their muzzles in the blood of France. 
Without a quiver spent, a broken lance, 
A plume disturbed, by conquest, or defeat, — 
His bugles of defiance brayed retreat. 
From prey prepared — ^from half the power he ruled — 
Turned Edward, so despised, so ridiculed. 
That Lewis, fearful of his soldiers' jibes. 
Lest some should kindle shame, or doubt of bribes. 
Suppressed their ballads, and decreed amends — 
If any mocked or jeered his English friends. 

^^ But Lewis sinned against his own decrees. 
And paid the fine : by large and annual fees — 
Hiring a Gascon knight to hold his peace. 
Who, — his lips told me since the King's decease, — 
Heard him at supper vaunt his means and ways. 
And cry, with lifted hands — Give God the praise ! 
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Who made great cattle — ignorant of their power, 
Bear others' burthens, whom they might devour ; 
Give God the praise ! — that when his partial hand 
For England's sake so fashioned sea and land ; 
Her site, soil, climate, mines beneath her sod. 
All formed for wealth, for empire ; — praise to God ! — 
Mid the great blessings wherewithal he blest. 
One he denied her, wit to use the rest. 
And placed her worst and vainest round the throne, 
Men meet to make her foe's desire — her own ; 
To waste her boundless means on paltry ends, 
Confound with subjects aliens, foes with friends, 
Each effort thwart, depreciate each acquest. 
Predict her ruin, cause it, — and be blest : 
Showing her wrath — as sport, her honour— shame. 
Her feats unworthy of her power and fame ; 
Abroad, her forces feared, their use despised ; 
At home, her sages spumed, her Stanleys prized. 



" What have I said? What crime is this I paint? 
Methinks these terms too indirect and faint. 
Why, here fate offered means no hope descried. 
To crush proud France, dissolve her, and divide. 
To wrest each vassal province from her throne. 
And on that wreck of empire found our own : — 
This armed Provence, this camped the Breton powers, 
For this Burgundian banners streamed with ours: — 
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Means, fate withheld from eveiy past endeavour ; 
Means, which that treaty lost, and lost for ever. 
By Stanley's hand that treaty was subscribed, 
And Stanley's hand by Lewis had been bribed. 
Aye— bribed. I carp not toys of presents large : 
Those — courts may tolerate : those are not the charge. 
But bribes : — a cheapened price — a bargain driven ; — 
Four thousand crowns, in instant payment, given ; 
One thousand paid in pensions yearly since : 
For which he yearly sold, and sells, his Prince : 
Betrayed, betrays, the country of his birth. 



" Contempt — and horror — hoot thee from the earth ! 

The hiss, the rheum, of scorn overwhelm thy crest ! 

Thy house be desolate, thy name supprest ! 

Or breathed in hate through all succeeding time, 

The sign of shame, and synonyme of crime. 

Traitor ! what wrongs hadst thou from Edward, speak ? 

From England what, from Europe what, to wreak ? 

That — not content with yielding every town 

Plantagenet annexed to England's crown. 

You sold the Conqueror's birth-right ; you transferred 

All — won by Henry Fifth and Edward Third ; 

More, — you sold France the time and means to thrall, 

And bind in one, the provinces of Gaul, 

And found a tyrant realm between the seas, 

A realm, whose boundary not the Pyrenees, 
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Nor Jura, nor the Alps, nor Appenine, 
Nor, I forethink, the Ocean shall confine. 
Hereafter, whelmed beneath that empire's force, 
Duped by its arts, depraved by intercourse. 
When England, Europe, Earth's remotest tribes. 
Shall curse the name of Stanley, and his bribes. 
Say — shall they learn, he died with wealth arrayed. 
With honour tombed, in realms a Tudor swayed ; 
And not hanged up — before his people wroth. 
Between the heavens and earth, outcast of both ? 



" Right reverend fathers. Lord of Ely's see, 
Count Palatine of Durham, answer me ! — 
The creed you preach, whence is it, what its worth ? 
Where rest — whom Holy Church has bound on earth ? 
Shall kings dissolve that bond, shall Heaven untwine ? 
Are these things fables ? For, if truth divine. 
Instruct my Liege, whose conscience you control. 
What sin, what peril, it may cost his soul — 
To harbour one from justice long delayed. 
One, who, his King and country thus betrayed, 
From France returning to his native sod, 
Betrayed the Church, and Mother, of his God ; 
And gave his ear, his faith, to Lollard rites, 
Gkive more, his gold, — and hired those Wickliffites, 
Who nor at Mass discern God's body nailed, 
Nor hail his Mother as the Angel hailed ; 
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Lest crime should lack a type, or schism a verse, — 
Hired Wickliffe's clerks — to copy, and disperse. 
Through hands profane, those Scriptures, which to 

search, 
And solve, or seal, belongs to Holy Church. 

" What, what disclosed those pages wisely hid ? 
Found he more brutish scenes of lust forbid, — 
Though there examples startle — dark and dire. 
As Jew could dare, or heretic desire ; 
Found he a more perfidious breach of oath. 
Or slaughter more abhorred — succeding both, 
Than that debauchment, — which must yet be past, — 
(How long? oh God! — But vengeance comes at 

last!)— 
Or than that perjury, which, I next avouch. 
Was witnessed round King Edward's dying couch. 

" When visions dawned of what succeeds the tomb, 
And what he left behind him, and with whom, 
Lost Edward raised his face aghast with tears. 
Called for his infants, called his Queen, and peers ; 
As if his dying tongue could peace revive, 
Or — dead — restore the truth he scorned alive ; — 
He called the chiefs of either factious league. 
Whose avarice rived his realm with sharp intrigue. 
Called Hastings, Rivers, Buckingham, and Yaughan, 
And Stanley — wont on all to feed and fawn. 
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To go between^ calumniate and caress^ 

The Woodvilles now, and now the old noblesse ; 

Alternate friend and foe of every House ; 

The fabled bat — with birds, with beasts — a mouse. 

The chiefs obeyed their master's last command ; 

Forgave, embraced each other, heart and hand ; 

And made dread vows to nurse no future strife. 

Save best to guard the infant's crown and life. 

* Lord, let thy servant now depart in peace !' — 

Was scarce pronounced by Edward in decease, 

When both those factions left their master's corse. 

And Stanley, urged by either, mounted horse. 

To hail Duke Richard — Regent, and propose — 

Each party's service to destroy its foes. 

The Duke received, revenged, and ruined both. 

" Didst not repent thy ill-respected oath, 
Ill-weaved intrigues, ill-spent— ill-gotten pelf, — 
When yon wall yawned for Derby and thyself. 
When both beneath that table crouched and creeped,. 
To screen the heads a poleaxe else had reaped — 
Swung by the hands, which answered Gloster's knock. 
Dragged Hastings down, and stripped him for the 

block ; 
No judge to taunt, no priest to shrive the sinner. 
Nor longer prayer — than Gloster's grace for dinner : 
Lest knaves— he said — precedence gain in Heaven ; 
For ere the wards of Pomfret cried eleven, 



# 
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The warrant Hastings signed should reach its prey^ 
And there stretch headless Rivers, Vaughan, and Gray. 



" Stanley emerged. On what accord, or plight. 
Whether that yeoman had command to smite, 
Or took for his Lord Derby's head, or urged 
A feint too far, — Heaven knows ; — but he emerged. 
Gloster had need of Stanley's hands and lips, — 
To slander Edward's sons for bastard slips. 
Charge his own mother with adulterate heirs. 
Suborn a mob's acclaim, cajole a mayor's, — 
The beast with many heads, and beast with none. 
Whose crimes affront, and fooleries shame, the sun, — 
Hire such to cry King Richard was their choice. 
And call their clamour God's and England's voice : 
Not Catesb/s zeal more prospered such commands. 
Nor Shaw's more urged, than Stanley's lips and hands. 
Prince never owned a liegeman more attached, 
Nor liege more fitly served his prince— and matched. 
No cruel crime could Stanley's blood congeal. 
None brutal turn the stomach of his zeal. 
Lo, Edward's Queen to sanctuary has fled ! 
He threatened, wheedled, lured her forth — and led. 
Lo, Edward's mistress is proclaimed a witch ! — 
He saw, and shunned, her — starving in a ditch. 
Lo, Edward's sons are reft of name and p<^er. 
Are penned — like lambs for slaughter — in the Tower! 
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He left them— bleating till appeased by sleep, 
The night red Tyrrel claimed the keys to keep ; 
He came, when morning wept on every hill, 
He found their clothes and chamber void and still, 
And hastened down for court, — too well aware 
He trod their tombstone as he passed the stair, — 
To hail the levee of their parricide, 
Beseech his vassal's duty might be tried. 
Protesting love, and tendering servitude, 
With vows thereafter day by day renewed. 
Though Stafford's clarion rang his battle sign ; 
York's liefest friends abjured the bloody line ; 
And England raised the cry — in Rama heard. 
When Rachel mourned whom Herod massacred : 
Just England spumed the infanticide's caress ; 
And cried to Heaven, and Richmond, for redress. 

" What of all this, if Stanley turned at last. 
And sold the prince, his perfidy surpast. 
Charged him at Bosworth with a thousand hoi*se. 
And hurled to earth, and gallopped o'er his corse — 
Found in the fiirrow ploughed by northern bands ? — 
Here can not Stanley answer, — with these hands 
I wrested England's crown from Richard dead. 
And placed it — ^with these hands— on Ricl^ond's 

head? 
He did. 1*0 own that merit — makes me glad. 
He did it:— and deserved reward; — and had; — 
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Great as his master^ greater than his meed. 

Was that a service gifts can ne'er exceed ? 

Must Bosworth, Bosworth, ever din our ears ? 

To drown each treason voiced of former years. 

And claim impunity for all that rest ? 

Then — let me bring this service to its test ; 

Sift out its merits, and declare their sum : 

Come then, — what was it ? — and whose was it ? — come. 



" First, if a chief should wait the battle's close, 
And charging then pluck honour over those. 
Who from the coast to Bosworth cut their way, 
Who bore the heat and burthen of the day. 
While northern horsemen lagged from Atherstone, 
Their part unchosen, or their choice unknown ; — 
Thine be the honour, if the chief thou wert : 
But do not rob thy brother's just desert! 
Lord Derby armed that power. Lord Derby paid, 
Led, sent, where Stanley followed, and obeyed. 
Next — to break in, o'er Brandon's body gashed. 
The moment Richmond's sword on Richard flashed. 
Was fortune's favour, nay, was fortune's fault, — 
To snatch the prey which Richmond would assault. 
'Twas chance : like stumbling on a helmet crowned, 
When Stanley raked for spoil:— and spoil he found, 
But only gave what giving would enhance. 
And magnify to merit freaks of chance. 
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Yes, though he stripped the camp, and stripped the field, 
The dead, and dying, — what did Stanley yield, 
Save what might plume himself with false renown. 
And make — who robbed the conqueror — seem to crown ? 



" Perhaps I wrong him : all was here contrived, — 
Mode, place, and moment, when that charge arrived : 
Lord Derby did not, nor did chance, decree it ; 
Twas Stanley planned, performed, the whole:— so be it. 
If then the praise be his — for choice of time, 
For coming up so tardy — ^whose the crime ? 
By his decision was the battle won ? 
'Twas by his dallying lengthened, nay, begun. 
If he saved Richmond from all risks averred, 
He waited — till those risks were all incurred. 
Why did he pitch at Atherstone, and light 
A third and separate camp, the previous night ? 
Why, o'er both armies — like a tempest— lour. 
The following mom, a third and separate power ? 
If true to any, why keep all in doubt ? 
Why not at once, if honest, raise a shout — 
For Richmond's cause, for England's, and for God's ! — 
And spare a battle risked with fearful odds ? 
What bribe had Stanley worth the battle's cost ? 
Lord Strange's head ? That head had not been lost. 
Such shouts once raised by hoi*semen of the north, 
Richard's whole camp, like that of Edward Fourth, 

k2 
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Had joined them, one and all abandoned him, 

And seized and torn the monster, limb from limb. 

Of all, who fell in Richard's badges clothed. 

Not one but loathed them, more than Stanley loathed ; 

For whom five thousand died — a sacrifice. 

To bait his pitfalls, and enhance their price. 

" Camp, station, charge, all prove the same intents ; — 

To follow fortune, watch and wait events. 

Seize any crisis, minister to none. 

Avoid a doubtful battle, claim it — won. 

And charge, when charging would overwhelm the ranks, 

That promised larger spoil, and lesser thanks. 

For this, his brother crept, while mom was dim. 

To Richmond, vowed to change, and charge for him ; 

While he to York's pavilion led Lord Strange, 

And swore to charge for Richard, not to change. 

Richmond had vows in secrecy preferred : 

Richard had sacraments in council heard, 

Had Strange's neck to ratify the oath, 

And bade the pledger — Guard, or break, them both ! 

" Last — to desert, denude an army's wing. 
Chaise through its flank, and immolate a King — 
Had nothing new or rare, save blunders rife 
With wanton risk, and wicked waste, of life. 
Chiefs have oft given examples just as vile, 
Since social arms debased our age and isle. 



\ 
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Trollope — at Ludlow, at Northampton — Gray, 
Lovelace— when Warwick lost St. Alban's day, 
And perjured Clarence — when, on Bamet's side. 
He changed, and charged the father of his bride, — 
All used the same device, with like success, 
More courage, greater skill, — but guerdon less. 

" Would — Stanley's meeds, those given, and those he 

stole 
In Richard's tent, had satisfied his soul ! 
Would — all his flocks, herds, vassals, treasures, plate. 
Parks, castles, fiefs, innumerable and great. 
As never subject hoped, till Warwick owned, 
Wha twice a monarch crowned, and twice dethroned ! 
Would— these, by Richmond's thanks profusely swelled. 
From Stanley's bosom had the fiend expelled. 
The fiend, that owns no respite, no fatigue. 
The insatiate fiend of faction and intrigue ! 
But hence for darker scenes and deeper crimes. 

" Sire, all — yet named — were dared in previous times. 
Were — Stanley argues — of a bye-gone reign : 
Though that defence was ever urged in vain; — 
For all were treason to the realm and throne. 
Treason to Kings, whose heritage you own. 
And, Sire, — such claims of kindred spread their toils. 
Of false desert — such circle thee, in coils, — 
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I felt me impotent — to grasp^ and wring 

This reptile— from the breast he means to sting, 

Till proved — most fatal where suspected least ; 

Proved, 'tis the use and nature of the beast — 

To pierce, and poison, where its coils are wreathed ; 

Proved, more than doubts on Stanley had been 

breathed ; 
Proved, his a faithless, shameless, worthless life, 
In every camp, court, faction, station, rife 
With crimes-man may not perpetrate and Uve. 
I therefore owe you thanks, and thanks I give. 
For hearing me thus far-with mind arrect : 
But —what remains — I dare you to neglect. 
My cause shall hence out-tongue a King's control. 
No peal, that torrents pour, or tempests roll. 
Should more appal the sense, or thunder&trike the 

soul. 

" For hence, adopting no unnatural part, 
Nought alien to his habits or his heart. 
But like himself, and like his grandsire erst 
From dirt ennobled for a throne reversed, 
Stanley, — since forty years of social strife. 
Four Kings deprived of sceptre, three of life. 
Blood royal poured from fourscore hearts admired, 
Blood noble drained from almost all it fired. 
And hecatombs of vassals piled and burned. 
For feuds, wherein their weal was least concerned, — 




PART II.] STANLEY. 135 

Since these have proved too few — too little proved, 
Stanley^ — as if by hell, seduced and moved, — 
If hell could haunt him with a craftier elf. 
Or he require more tempter than himself, — 
Like a foul rebel — would revive these scenes, 
Repeat these crimes, and has devised the means ; 
Like a false traitor— has conspired to flood 
With fire your cities, and your fields with blood. 
Infect your realm with Europe's filth and scum. 
Has leagued their bands, has summoned them to come. 
Has furnished gold to arm them, ships to wing, — 
To doom, depose, decapitate his King; 
To crown some soul akin to Stanley's own. 
To foist a foundling Jew on England's throne. 



" I neither know — when Stanley joined their league, 
Nor say 'twas he first planned the whole intrigue : 
For though less falsehood than his own might serve, 
The work required more intellect and nerve. 
Yet, from the first, ere Margaret schooled that elf. 
Did not each day prove Stanley still himself? 
Prove York's old leaven still festering in his head ? 
Why else — his zeal to see your Highness wed ? 
His raptures — when the marriage feast was made ? 
Why, save he thought your title needed aid, 
Or York's were still the right diviner held ? 
When coronets were given, his heart rebelled ; 
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And when York's sycophants disgorged their spoils, 

His rage foamed over — as a cauldron boils. 

Yet pass— how far in SimneFs plot he dared, 

A plot by more than Simon's hand prepared ; 

How far in Egremont's revolt he plied — 

Pass, though by traces — more than glimmering — 

spied : — 
As — what ? His letters to Lord Lincoln sped ; 
The secrets Simnel knew, a baker bred ; 
Secrets of York, which Simon never told ; 
Secrets, which none but Stanley could unfold. 
Pass — his disease, when rebels charged at Stoke, 
His cure — by rumour that your ranks were broke : 
Let these dark deeds, and others, pass at large, 
As mere surmise, whereon I found no charge. 
And only name, for what they soon unveiled — 
The plots and proofs of treason — next detailed. 

*' Lo, Richard lives ! — fame whispers from the south, — 
Spared by the hands that sealed his brother's mouth. 
Kinsmen embrace him, foreign courts abet. 
And Margaret proves— the true Plantagenet. 
Rare gifts, of mind and mien, attest his birth. 
Tales of his talents, manners, speech, and worth. 
Spread marvel, spread delusion deep and wide. 
Erin, — where insurrections always bide. 
Where all impostures thrive, and blunders spring, — 
Hails the White Rose of England, hails him King. 
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Friends of that house are everywhere elate ; 
And even the rancours of its foes abate. 
Oh grief! to recollect, oh shame ! to own, 
WTiat, failing these amends, let death atone, 
I too was snared, — conceiving worth disdained. 
And meeds I earned — by renegades obtained ; 
And almost driven from life, from reason driven. 
By wrongs too dark — too deep to be forgiven ; 
Whose author, long inquired, was late disclosed, — 
The man — by Heaven ! — I ever half supposed; 
And half my mission is— to show that man. 
Not what return I ought, but all I can. 

" To me, thus ill-disposed, the thought occurred. 

From Stanley's words and deeds — already heard. 

He had not yet exhausted every change. 

Some hope might tempt him, some neglect estrange ; 

Brothers will difiTer ; converts will relapse : 

Perhaps his office, his deserts perhaps. 

His high affinities — might serve to lure. 

Making suspicion vain, and pardon sure : 

Tides turn ; and every impulse must rebound. 

Him therefore I resolved to seek and sound. 

" Last year. Holt Castle welcomed many a guest. 
To feast at Easter, me — among the rest. 
One night. Saint Mark's, amusements vapid grown. 
And converse dull, ere low the tapers shone — 
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Others for sleep indulged an earlier list, 
And sought their chambers ; servants were dismissed; 
Till Stanley and myself alone were left, 
In the round parlour hung with crimson weft. 
There, o'er a hearth, whose flames were nearly done. 
Till midnight sounded twelve, till morning one, 
We two discussed — each revolution past, 
Existing times, shades coming, till — ^at last — 
Perkin was named : each closer drew his seat, 
Changed glances o'er the coals, and wooed their heat. 
Who, and what, was he ? Stanley's soul was moved. 
Whence his strong likeness? Was his birthright 

proved ? 
What strange accomplishments! What powers to 

charm! 
Then — Stanley rose, and— stretching forth his arm. 
Whispered — with looks I never shall forget — 
* Were that White Rose the true Plantagenet, 
God's hand be raised against me — till undone, 
If ere mine rise against King Edward's son.' 



" Need I say more ? The King conceals his eyes ; 
All others pale with horror and surprise : 
Alone yon traitor holds a changeless front. 
Look undismayed, and rigid neck, as wont : — 
Save when at times — his mouth appears convulsed 
By smiles enforced— or throat by sighs repulsed. 
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What means this bearing, scornful, hard, and bold ? 

What hopes delude thee ? what designs uphold ? 

Why art not crawling in the dust, to pray 

The easiest mode of death, and longest day ? 

Is this not treason ? Art thou not convict ? 

Darest thou avouch it ? Darest thou contradict ? 

Lord Derby ! — nay, why cite a witness loath — 

Or doom one brother by another's oath ? — 

Sir Rice Ap-Thomas ! thou wast also there : 

Thou shalt be summoned ; thou my foe shalt swear — 

Was I at Holt, last Easter year, a guest ? 

In the round tower, which overlooks the west. 

Were we assembled, on the night I said ? 

Didst thou, when others had dropped off to bed. 

See me with Stanley in discourse engage ? 

Didst leave, with none beside, save Gorst his page ? 

Next come— that page, come hither, Gorst, and tell, 

Or, if he hesitate, let racks compel, — 

Whether he left us, at his lord's behest. 

Low browed in thought, with accents half supprest ? 

Last — ^let me witness, thus confirmed by both. 

And wage my yet inviolable oath ; — 

If that need further test, — wind up the winch ! 

Exhaust all question, mince me inch by inch ! 

While breath remains to answer, sense to move, 

I will asseverate all I now approve. 

My latest groans shall Stanley's crimes reveal ; 

And, what my groans have witnessed, death shall seal : 
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So help me, God ! who bore the scourge and tree, 
And, martyred saints, so pray in heaven for me ! 



** Or will the culprit mystify his cause, 

And— owning facts — attempt to warp the laws ; 

Urging some sophistry of schools or pleas. 

To prove vain words— so qualified as these. 

No overt act, no treason, no ofiTence ? 

I, layman, make to learning slight pretence. 

Yet have I read — wherein I cannot cite, 

These judges may, whose lore shall set me right, — 

Their bench has ruled — 'twere neither law, nor reason. 

That ands and ifs should qualify high treason. 

Then — what that language — but to tempt the throne ? 

What, but to doubt your title, and disown ? 

What, but his sworn allegiance to forswear ? 

To challenge England's realm for Edward's heir ? 

What, but proclaim—your service is abjured, 

While Warbeck roves, or Warwick rests immured ? 

Was this not vaunting means, and owning aim — 

With Neville's stake — to cozen at his game ? 

Without his talents, ape his faults, his worst ? 

In ways he scorned, for purposes he cursed ? 

To re-enact the feat of Bosworth's field ? 

Desert the wing, which duty swore to shield. 

Burst a King's centre through, with charging horse, 

And stain their fetlocks on a monarch's corse ? 
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And with those hands, — that once transferred the crown 
To Richmond's head, from Richard's — trampled down, 
Tear it in turn from Richmond — trodden dead. 
And crown a Warbeck's — or a Warwick's head. 



" Need I say more ? Yet more remains to tell. 

I fled : — and Margaret hailed my coming well. 

In secret counsels — I was called to aid : 

Where, once — when friends were told, and forces 

weighed, 
And some observed — ^what won from all applause, 
Stanley was false to every crown and cause ; 
Margaret made answer — in the words I cite — 
' Sir William Stanley is mine own true knight : 
Fitzwater, Mountford, Daubeny, are friends ; 
But — RatclifiTe writes — on Stanley fate depends.' 
I saw his name in muster-books enrolled; 
I witnessed — ships bring o'er his hoarded gold. 
And vows— with Warbeck's flag to rise and join : 
I heard his letters, and I saw the coin. 
This morning, o'er the gate I passed beneath, 
Fitzwater's skull — I knew it by the teeth. 
With Ratclifie's, Daubeny's, and Mountford's, nailed 
In order incomplete, my entrance hailed. 
And claimed a niche, that vacant gapes beside. 
For him, whose victims, and whose dupes, they died. 
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" Why, think ye, else were bonds and sentence aaked, 
My death why claimed, the instant I unmasked? 
But to tear out his secrets from my breast, 
And tie the tongue — could tell them and attest 
Why else, when I denounced his crime and name. 
Did conscience blanch and agitate his frame ? 
Even as an aspen quails through all its leaves. 
Before the sounding axe a woodman heaves. 
Why did he seek my blood, to cleanse his guilt? 
Why wage his sword for ordeal, grasp its hilt, 
By gestures outraging this judgment-seat, 
And me by phrases— he himself must eat? 
Why this, unless my lips had words to tell, 
More feared than death, and hated worse than hell ? 



" One thing yet rests. Lest rivalry from youth. 
And hate, aspire to inculpate my truth ; 
Or Stanley doubt — what injuries burst my breast ; 
Why now so tameless, or so long supprest ? 
And ask — what filled his measure of ofience ? 
The private griefs — I groan with— what, and whence 
This thirst and hunger for revenge arose?— 
'Tis time to answer these, and then to close. 
'Tis time my vengeance made its reasons known. 
Heaven witness ! Sire, I first have saved your throne, 
First served my country's cause— and now take up 
my own. 
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Now let my private motives speak their tale : 
Give my wrongs audience : — Stanley, hear, and quail ! 
The years are filled, the months have closed their sum, 
Thy days are numbered, and — thine hour is come. 



" 'Tis not— because like brothers bom to wrath. 

We twain through life have crossed each other's path, 

Been rivals, obstacles, maligners still. 

Grieved each with cither's good — and cheered with ill ; 

Or— only leagued to further mutual ends. 

Nor then less dangerous foes for seeming friends. 

It is not this. For I disdained thy pride. 

Provoked thy malice, and thy spleen defied. 

Nor is it — that I hate a Yorkist chief: 

Nor yet — are wrongs of Lancaster my grief: 

Nor — that I dread thy influence, grudge thy pelf. 

Or loathe thee — scorn thee— for thy odious self. 

Nor — that I curse thy wheedling mien and voice. 

Used to supplant me in a changeling's choice, — 

Whose falsehood soured the heart her charms debased. 

And treachery reft me, more than truth had graced, 

The virtues youth in vision lends to lust : 

Betimes that lesson made me loath — to trust 

My happiness to woman's love, and loath — 

To trust my honour to a woman's oath. 

It is not this. The world soon filled my mind, 

With themes and passions of a nobler kind. 
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And God avenged me there. A subtler cheat 
Supplanted thee^ and rivalled her deceit. 
The plague-spot spread beneath thy spousal lips ; 
Her sunclad radiance waned in death's eclipse : 
Whose chamber claimed o'er thine her virgin bed. 
Ha! Have I shaken down that stifiiieck'd head? 
Tears, tears overflow thine eyes, a welcome flood ! 
But tears are rheum : my mission cries for blood ! 
To dye this scarf— lo ! — crimson — as its proof — 
That stains thy cheeks, to recognize the woof. 
With which thy impious hands profaned a throat — 
To man forbidden, and to God devote : 
Too pure for any — but her Saviour's spouse, 
Fair as the light, and honoured as her vows : 
Till snared in tangles by a serpent twined, 
Thence changed to favour — monstrous as his mind. 
Lo ! in this noose — before my portal —hung. 
With bloodshot face, extruded eyes and tongue. 
Hands clasped, feet only — and by travel — hurt. 
And robe around her ancles closely girt, 
I found — Oh Clifford ! must I name ?— forgive. 
Souls of my kinsmen dead, and ye who live ! 
My work of vengeance else were half undone : — 
I found— a fugitive and pregnant Nun, — 
My brother's orphan, — young in beauty's bloom, — 
The felon of herself,— the victim — oh ! of whom ? 
That morning, deep below the garden bowers 
Her childhood traced, we hid her shame and ours. 
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>r Holy Church denied a grave more blest, 
enied all service for her spirit's rest, 
dd I, knelt down, for requiem, on the sod, 
btesting her, her father, mine, and God, — 
y life should thence be dedicate to search — 
hose lust defloured our house and Holy Church ; 
power should change me, and no pity check, 
ntil this scarf was crimsoned from his neck. 

Search was long vain. The cloister only said — 

iven months were gone, since sister Grace had fled. 

11 late, a hag, in Brabant, exiled hence, 

lere doomed by flames to expiate some offence, 

hom I had sought — in cells beneath the ground, 

jd by the holy brotherhood, and found — 

d Joyse, a nief of Stanley's, long employed 

> pander for the couch her youth had cloyed, 

ho erst repulsed my bribes, misled my quest, 

it now, half rage, half penitence, confest : — 

y Lollard books the girl's belief was turned, 

er brain by pictures — blood by philtres — burned, 

11 a lay sister drew the convent's bolt, 

id Joyse conveyed her to the towers of Holt. 

hence — in seven months, alone, by night, she fled, 

)bed, with her hood, and scarf of silken thread — 

Wiley's first token : — and was seen no more. 

Straight from that cell I mounted — for the shore — 

L 
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Up the well-staircase, followed by her voice — 

' Tell William Stanley you were sent by Joyse !' — 

Screaming, and laughing, till the trap-door closed. 

For this resolved me — half before disposed, 

To fly the camp of treason and deceit. 

Grain the King's presence, fling me at his feet, 

By shrift and penance, for revolt atone, 

And wreak at once God's vengeance and my own : 

Get Stanley in my reach ; before his Prince 

Impeach, insult, confound him, and convince, 

Of bribes, of blood, enough in treasons past. 

To make the crimes this day disclosed his last : 

And — let him seek defence of law or force, 

Let him wage arms of battle or discourse, — 

Grasp whom I hate, and throttle him, and fling. 

Here, in the court, and council, of his King, 

From that King's chamber to a dungeon's cell : — 

Where let him gnash —till one be made in hell. 



" To which — doomed, carted, on the threshold spread,— 

When the broad axe is shaken o'er his head ; — 

If I have braved your wrath — to save your crown. 

And staked, for your's, my own existence down ; — 

Let me — ere friend or relative appears. 

To mix his blood in kerchiefs with their tears, — 

Let me have licence to assist, and rush. 

And catch the currents from yon neck to gush. 
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.nd sate this scarf^ and spread it to the Lord, 

.nd vouch my vows accomplished, word for word. 

\e this my meed !— if ere I served the throne, 

Jid now have made my vengeance work your own, 

nd made both minister to wrath divine ; 

r I have waked you — slumbering o'er a mine ; 

denounced the incendiary, whose hand has stored 

'eneath your feet combustion — as a hoard, 

nd armed with latent fire — as sentry — marks 

/^hen signs shall bid him strike exploding sparks. 

' I have dragged him forth ; his den exposed ; 

hearthed his crimes, and — Heaven, befriend me! — 

closed ; 
naring the traitor in his own deceit, 
nd haling hither— fettered — hands and feet, 
bat worst of foes, the treacherous friend you trust, 
^hose pride, ambition, avarice, and lust, 

licence sates, no limits can restrain ; 
aws, oaths, ties, morals, all oppose in vain ; 

1 vain the prelate's staff, the monarch's rod, 
lie cloister's barrier, and the cross of God, 

nd God's own image, beaming bliss and grace, 
I loveliest radiance — from a maiden's face. 

Dear shade ! to virtue bred — to honour born, 
h, fallen from heaven, thou angel of the mom ! 
e violated shrines ! ye vows beguiled ! 
od's word profaned ! God's Holy Church defiled ! 

l2 
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M onarchs dethroned, destroyed, by Stanley's meandt 
Stabbed, smothered Princes ! banished, beggared 

Queens ! 
Bleak heads of Nobles, nailed on towers and gates ! 
Warriors— whose blood has fattened his estates! 
All — by his crime to death or exile thrust ! 
Dupes of his perjury ! victims of his lust ! 
All — he has robbed, or wronged, in every land ! 
A dark, indignant, and imnumbered band ! 
For you I plead. Be present, and combine ; 
Against his kinsmen urge your cause and mine ; 
For justice, justice, mete your claims with them ; 
Arraign him, question him, confound, condemn ; 
Forbid forgiveness ; wreak God's wrath on him : 
Hale out— and cleave — his body, limb from limb ; 
Wrest forth his trembling soul ; nor there dismiss. 
Hunt, hurl him headlong down the last abyss ! 
To you — and Heaven — I now commend the cause. 
My charge is ended. Judgment is the law's. 

" Yet hear — and welcome — if my latest breath. 
I came to challenge, not escape from, death. 
Let Stanley argue for his wretched life : 
To me that stake is nothing worth the strife. 
No. Yet on this is staked my all, my wrongs ; 
On this, that vengeance which to Heaven belongs ; 
On this, the weal or woe of England wait, — 
On this, your future fame, your instant fate. 
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''ould my Liege heed some Lord Protector's beck ? 
eed you— -some Warwick should bestride your neck? 
3r his behoof to train you up and down — 
leased with the trappings* of a robe and crown ? 
ly — must some minion farm your power and purse, 

> drain this realm, and render you its curse ? 

re, would you hear that message from the north, 
'^hich pardoned Percy hurled at Henry Fourth ? 

> reign, and die, and after death be reckoned — 
ike Henry Sixth in fame, or Richard Second ? 
saving the beauteous tomb your taste has piled, 
>r carrion Jews — or Warwick's idiot child ; 

) make your grave — where Gloster's nephews swim ; 

r make your burial — such as honoured him, — 

sack for coffin, and an ass for bier ? 

re such your wishes ? Lo — the means are here ! — 

;nd Stanley hence to finish his design, 

ad gibbet me for offering shrift of mine. 

len — to your Queen or mother — for repast ! 

11 snares, that strangled Richard, close you fast. 

But — Heaven forbid! My Liege, be strong, be 

great! 
e like your fortune, equal to your state, 
link for whose cause you wield a monarch's rod : 
link what you owe your country, what — your God ! 
ive here no passion place : let kinsmen pule, — 
arust hence their tears ! nor suffer thine to rule. 
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Reason alone must arbitrate this suit^ 
Truth read the doom^ and Justice execute. 
Use, and preserve, Heaven's high prerogative. 
Be wise ! be warned ! Is Stanley fit to live ? 
Acquit him — if you can, and if you dare — forgive!" 



As refluent waters soothe the clamorous deep : 
As winds in forests lull their rage to sleep : 
As faint the toil and tumult of the world. 
When day's broad banner in the west is furled ; — 
Low sounds — deep shadows — weary movements close, 
Earth sighs, and Nature shuddering seeks repose : 
Or — as a storm-cloud, armed with darkest powers. 
Whose deep rolled fire has warred in heaven for hours^ 
Recalls its chariots, curbs their lowing steeds. 
Folds the dim flank, and pacing slow recedes, 
With flames half veiled, and menace muttering still. 
To scowl— like midnight — o'er a neighbouring hill: 
So Clifford ceased— in dread and boding tone ; 
So back withdrawing from before the throne. 
Leaned on a pier, with toil and rage opprest. 
Eyes flashing hate, and arms across his breast. 
Well had his form and bearing graced discourse ; 
Nor failed his voice in various note and force. 
Poured from his deepest breast, his inmost soul. 
As reason gained— or passion burst — control ; 
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Now calniy now — like a clarion — clear and full, 
Now — storming, bellowing— like a wounded bull : — 
His gesture, cadence, emphasis, and face. 
Formed to the theme, the audience, time, and place : — 
Towards Stanley moving— to denounce his crime, 
Towards Heaven — to imprecate its wrath sublime, 
Towards Henry's throne — when deeper interest 

warmed. 
There— councillors half round a crescent formed. 
With loweidng looks, on either side the King : 
Next whom was Derby, in the dexter wing. 
By Henry's beckoning finger seated there ; 
And on the left extreme was Stanley's chair. 
All eyed their Liege : — whose forehead still declined, 
And hand half hid the index of his mind : 
Which — raised — seemed pale with anger less than 

grief. 
Cold were his eyes ; his accents hard and brief. 
Shifting his fingers clenched to prop his cheek, 
He sighed, and said — ' Sir William Stanley, speak !' 
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PART III. 
THE DEFENCE. 

Then Stanley rose. A moment — round the ring — 
As glanced his eyes — till centered on the King, 
His look and Derby's — meeting — said and heard — 
Oh ! that we twain had pinions of a bird ! 
To cleave the midway air for northern towers ; 
Yet wings were vain — to talons snared— as ours ! 
Then, clasping palms, he raised to heaven his face, 
And crossed him thrice — 

" Hail, Mary, full of grace! 
For, Sire, had not our Lady bowed an ear, 
To mark revenge and hate — incarnate here, 
And winged — as angels — truth and innocence, 
To arm my soul, and order its defence. 
This foul fiend's onset— man could not sustain : 
This — else — had riven my heart, or crazed my brain. 
What have I heard ! Where am I ! Whence abused ! 
How — of each crime I most abhor — accused ! 
Denounced— as false to all I loved and love. 
All, who e'er reigned on earth, or reign above : 
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what I least could merit— last foresee, 

ned for treason ! treason, Sire, to thee ! 

ned? convicted! — ere defence begun, 

igment given, and execution done, 

blasted, soul accursed, — as seems to one ; 

►wns his motives — like his crimes— the worst, 

or my blood proclaims himself athirst, 

3 — he would die to shed it, and — methinks — 

[j dreams — he catches it and drinks. 

entering hither, scarce for grace to sue, 

vn his guilt, and meet the vengeance due, 

led — like the serpent housed from winter's storm, 

rozen to the hearth, — till after warm, — 

3 rears his crest, inflates his neck, and tips 

Dgs with venom stored beneath his lips, 

ads of ire and insult pours his breath, 

arts his forky tongue, and threatens death. 

ing on me with eyes and jaws obscene, 
if the monster shocked me— mind and mien ? 
bad that horror no mysterious reason, 
I in time shall render, pure of treason ;) 
if I grasped instinctively my hilt ? 
vaging arms be construed proof of guilt ? 
if my face has imaged all my soul, 
lown each pang — there graven — as a scroll, 
ias that witnessed, save how false his oaths, 
tanley's smile can wheedle whom he loaths ? 
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" Oh ! what I suflTered — who could hear— unmoved ! 

Hear life's misfortunes all as crimes reproved, 

Each doubtful fault traduced, each distant kenned, 

Each secret published — by a sometime friend, — 

Hear such an inquest sift such troubled years. 

And not find cause for blushes, cause for tears ? 

But patience. Sire, is all I here conjure. 

Oh, were my conscience heavenward half so pure, 

As toward my Liege it brightens free of taint ! 

Oh, were all phantoms of the past as feint. 

As those here summoned for my heart to shout ! 

Which — forfeit thus— these hands had wrested out — 

As only worth the claimant : — let it burst ! 

For dogs to lap, and Clifford slake his thirst. 

Yes, if I still not and confound that claim. 

And chase those shadows back to whence they came. 

Spurn home each slander — by our Lady's aid ! — 

And heap them burning on the head that made : 

Scattering the clouds between me and the throne. 

Me and God*s Church, — as mist from morning blown : 

More, — since my household is for shame explored ;— 

For that — let scandal ransack bed and board. 

Yet— (though some frailties there for pardon trust) — 

Unless I purge me of the impious lust. 

That could a maiden's death or shame trapan. 

Or dared debauch the spouse of God or man; — 

I have no further use for life — nor zest : 

Time were to me the vigil of a pest : 
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Hail to the deepest dungeon foe could name ! 
'Twere thence too bright, too shallow, for my shame ; 
Twere welcome, more than earth, than heaven above. 
And Clifford less abhorred than those I love. 



" Some sell— for carnal gain— the life to come ; 
For carnal passion — gain is sold by some ; 
But what desire to sate, what gain to wring. 
Should I — for Perkin Warbeck— sell my King ? 
Though Edward's relict owned herself his mother. 
Whose oath could make him step-son to my brother ? 
What honours swell my rank, my wealth — what bribes. 
What place — my influence, more, than he describes, 
Who says, I stand so near the throne in love. 
In lands and treasures tower so far above. 
None dared suspect me, none till now accuse ? 
Grant mine — ambition — proud of serving Jews, 
Mine—avarice — lured by bribes a beggar pledged. 
What bribes seduced me ? None are e'en alleged. 
For seas divided us ? Gold has passed the sea. 
To me from Perkin ? No :— to him from me. 
Tis I, the covetous man, the bought and sold. 
Greedy for lauds, insatiable of gold. 
Who for reward would kings, would Christ, betray, 
I am not paid for treason ; — I must pay : 
Must ship of hosfrded gold no portion small, 
To purchase — what ? The risk of losing all. 
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" But, motives failing, habit serves for them : 
Time's voice arraigns me, and four Kings condemn. 
Ah ! through what mazes must I hence pursue 
The accuser's path, his footsteps for my clue ! 
A thousand plots their guilt to Perkin's bring : 
'Twas fruit in autumn reaped of seed in spring : 
My heart is leavened with faction and intrigue ; 
Fiends, that league with me still, as used to league. 
For which induction— (or for what in sooth ?)— 
Was my life canvassed and traduced from youth ; 
Fresh calumnies invented, stale revived, 
Plots weaved by others, chances none contrived, 
The realm's misfortunes, errors of the times. 
All — culled, and carped, and counted Stanley's crimes : 
More, all— as claims for Stanley's head — preferred. 

" When am I charged ? At whose tribunal heard ? 
Why, since those deeds, an age has nigh revolved : 
Some then were scrutinized, and I absolved ; 
Others were acts no slander e'er assailed, 
While Lancaster was strong, or York prevailed. 
Which never Gloster praised, nor Woodville carped. 
Nor Warwick challenged — when his scythe was 

sharped. 
Nor Clarence called in doubt, nor — who refused 
His brother's pardon — Edward Fourth accused ; 
And am I driven to answer them this mom ? 
Before the throne, which Richmond's rays adorn ? 



..• 
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Rays^ bright for England — as the orient star, 
Whose golden arrows chase the storm afar : 
For Richmond rose — to bid distractions cease. 
Give none revenge — but every faction — peace. 
And blend in Arthur's cheek that rose's bud, 
Which my delight to welcome claims my blood. 



" But shall I do my future fame this wrong ? 
I, armed in innocence ten thousand strong, • 
Give foes the joy of hearing me complain — 
That these were treasons of a by-gone reign, — 
And all, who could accuse them or attest, 
Have ceased from troubling, or have learned to rest ? 
No. Let their grave make answer to my cries — 
Princes of York ! usurping Richard ! rise ! 
Come, Edwards twain ! Come forth, Lancastrians pale ! 
Henry of Windsor, lead them in ! — and hail ! 
Gird up your winding-sheets for judgment robes. 
And stretch your arms, as when they wielded globes ! 
Come, for complaint, for witness, loose your jaws. 
Assist your successor, rejudge my cause. 
Name, and lead in, as followers from the dead, 
Whose bribes misled me, whom my oath misled. 
Whom I have spoiled, whomever I have harmed : 
I dare them shrouded, as I braved them armed. 
For — lo, the bar which dooms me or acquits ! 
Here, God attest ! and God's vicegerent sits. 
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For woe or weal — to worthlessness or worth : 
Here — I make up my last accounts on earth; — 
Accept the terms it suits my foe to give, 
And join his issue — Am I fit to live ? 
Here — I defend my fame from Clifford's hreath : 
Fame shall defend my life, or welcome death ! 

" Blest were our fathers, called to cross the waves. 
And barter blood for palms in foreign graves ; 
From Jordan's banks to chase the turbaned trains. 
Or storm the towers of France, or rescue Spain's ; 
Ere rival dukes contested England's throne. 
And made — alas ! alternately — their own. 
Blest be our children, born when rivals cease, 
And right and might are titles merged in peace. 
But I, — when Maine surrendered as a gift. 
For Regnier's daughter dowered with scarce a shift, — 
Saint George's cross from Norman walls expelled, 
Sold through Guienne, in Erin scarce upheld, — 
When good Duke Humphrey's chained and blood-shot 

corse. 
And Suffolk's vaimt, and Winchester's remorse. 
Had soiled Queen Margaret's name with foul report; — 
I scarce had bowed my knee in Henry's court. 
Scarce seen those follies — none bewailed so loud, 
A wasteful council, consort false and proud, 
A prince more fit to reign in heaven than earth, 
A monk in spirit, monarch but by birth ; 
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Of foes compassioned, and by fnends beguiled, 
Robed like a king, but governed as a child, 
Feebly he held — and impotently swayed — 
The sceptre, seized, and nearly reft, by Cade ; — 
When York returned to grasp it for his own. 
York, who had felled and fettered Erin prone ; 
And brought high rights, to win the prize and wield, 
Resistless power in council and the field. 
His birth — by Anne of Mortimer, was proved — 
From March, Philippa, Clarence, fourth removed, 
Clarence, Gaunt's elder brother, heir averred 
To Richard of Bordeaux, and Edward Third. 



" What should I do ? Power trembled ; reason paled. 
What, but plead peace ? I did it ; — and prevailed. 
Prevailed, the crown should still be Henry's meed. 
And York protect him — living, dead— succeed. 
Sage terms, too late received, too soon reversed — 
To please a woman and the babe she nursed. 
Whose birth brought every ill his country proved. 
Dissension pealed afresh, and arms were moved. 
Whose camp to join ? — whose banner now pursue ? 
For England's cause, for honour's, what was due ? 
For I was born beneath that star's control. 
And watched its light, as seamen watch the pole ; 
Storms have obscured, and snares beset, the track. 
Yet swerved I never, nor will now turn back. 
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Not^ though it cross a king's and kingdom's wrath, 
Which lie — like lions slumbering — o'er the path. 
I armed for York : the realm's protector sought — 
Oaths urged— laws bound— me, and for York I fought 
But not till I had striven to stem the flood. 
For peace I poured prayers, treasures, tears, and blood. 
Even with my blood while red St. Alban's flowed, 
I pleaded still for peace, and peace bestowed. 



" Yes, I accept— what Clifford makes my crimes. 
Whose cause it suits— to picture me, at times — 
Lured to the camp — as sutlers to their shop, 
To rake the swath, and garner up the crop ; 
At times — as if my tongue were Warwick's blade. 
To turn fate's balance with a kingdom weighed, 
I work each change, each accident combine, 
And Bouchier's peace and pageantry were mine. 
Here, to my honour Clifford's facts redound. 
And, in his inference only, guilt is found. 
His inference false, his facts alone are true. 
'Twas to my toil and Bouchier's —peace was due. 
'Twas I suggested, what he urged and sped, 
That union — sworn at Paul's on hallowed bread ; 
Which York and Margaret summoned me to take. 
Me — for my youth and spotless honour's sake. 
So far, what wrong ? for Clifford's curse was aimed 
At those who broke that treaty, not who framed : 
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The breach — some charged on fortune^ some — design, 

Margaret's^ or York's : — whoever thought it mine? 

Nay, private care — I need not here disclose 

Nor would remember — what, but Clifford knows. 

Care made me then ill apt to counsel strife, 

Or take up arms^—except against my life. 

Whence Clifford found those tricks of rhetoric safe. 

To shout — anathema, and stamp, and chafe, 

Not proffer facts, nor whisper place or date. 

But hint offences which he dares not state. 



" For what, what means his saying — ' I concede 
What Stanley's captives used in vain to plead V 
Did ever prisoner plead to me in vain ? 
Friends I have charged in battle, kinsmen slain, — 
But captives — never ! — never spoiled, nor harmed, 
A stranger suppliant, or a foe disarmed. 
True, private malice, fired by party spleen, 
Gave both those factions thirst for blood so keen. 
Each, on the morrow of a battle, trained 
Whom battle spared, unsentenced, unarraigned^ 
To direr modes of death— by axe and noose. 
Trained out all captives, who had lands to lose. 
Whence — I reined up pursuit that, sabred flight, 
Still leaving foes to flee, who dared not fight ; 
Him — with the rest, when — facing from retreat 
We crushed a host beneath our chargers' feet, 

M 



162 STANLEY. [part hi. 

A host, where — Clifford I was the battle-shout^ 
Clifford of Cumberland ! above whose rout — 
Horsemen and horse, our chiyahy has trod, 
As com is trampled of the winds — by God ! 
Hoof spuming helm for chimes to our success, 
And knees — like theirs who tread the vintage press. 
Beneath my sword, my horse's girt beneath. 
He crept ^unscathed — unransomed, from Bloreheath, 
He, who now charges me with deeds of shame ; 
Which deeds, if true, he had not lived to name. 



" Nor now, with courage more than wanting then. 
Assumed — whose name of monarchs, and of men. 
But Edward Fourth's ? to taunt me with defect 
Of truth and gratitude, in York's respect. 
Clifford, whose sword was sharpened for his head, 
Who cursed him living, and defames him dead. 
Thus taxes me, who bled for Edward's claim. 
Wept for his death, and dare defend his fame. 
That prince, whose virtues from himself arose, 
Whose faults — from having such bloodthirsty foes. 
And lending ear to friends he should detest, 
Who turned his wrath on such as served him best ; 
Edward, his throne reclaimed, by exile soured 
To venge its loss, by Tewkesbury empowered j — 
When some maligned me for that change of kings. 
And brought the self-same reasons Clifford brings ; 
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And — answering — I could scarce the fact attest, 

The fact, this dolt has stupidly confest, 

That, whether plate was sent, as he describes. 

Or sent for custody, or sent for bribes, 

Warwick and Clarence found, on mai*ching north, 

My bristling castle barred — for Edward Fourth, 

Found bows through loop-holes menacing a shower, 

To warn and drive rebellion off my tower: — 

This shown, — ^that prince dismissed the envious suit ; 

And instant stretched his hand to my salute : 

And cried — Since all have forfeited their oath 

To either House, since many have to both. 

Is this the moment to avenge that crime ? 

Am I the monarch, if this were the time ? 

In Stanley's conduct — what have I to rue ? 

Would all my realm, or House, had proved as true ! 

From no liege services has Stanley swerved, 

Which England needed, or its King deserved. — 

Lord Bohun was there, and these right reverend lords : 

Your ears bear witness, such were Edward's words. 



" Witness, Lord Bishop, and Count Palatine, 
Of all Heaven vaults between the Tees and Tyne, — 
If I ask not — as Clifford dared to ask — 
Your rites to outrage, or prescribe their task ; — 
For thou wast there, to baffle hell and death, 
Mid kneeling friends, when Edward gasped for breath. 

m2 
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Who, as with hymns yon raised the Eucharist, 

Rolled to the wall, and smote it with his fist, 

And gnashed and cried—' Away with Host and cup 

Tis Abel's blood, not Christ's, thou offerest up ! 

And cease that prayer no monarch dares rehearse ! 

Its terms of mercy make our doom and curse : 

Oh ! if our trespasses are pardoned thus, 

As we forgave who trespassed against us. 

In vain ye shrive me, and assoil in vain ^ 

My soul is whelmed beneath the depths of Cain/ 

Then— censuring such as feared to intervene — 

And plead for Clarence, sparing not the Queen, 

He named me still with tears — by thanks supplied. 

Named me —his children's friend and trustiest guide;— 

Elizabeth there standing with the rest. 

One hand in mine, and one her father prest ; — 

And charged me — shield them through a world oi 

snares. 
As I had always shielded his and theirs. 

" How did I keep his pledges, and my oath ? 
Urged by both factions — ^had I bai'tered both. 
Between them gone for any treacherous means. 
Or for Duke Richard's friendship sold the Queen's, 
Why was a pole-axe launched against my head. 
In Richard's sight, the day Lord Hastings bled? 
A feint ? When currents — scarce a leech could check- 
Streamed round this table from my brother's neck ! 
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Mistake ? Men — summoned by the monarch's hands — 
Deal wounds, before his face, without commands ! 
Accord and price ? Agreed forsooth and given, 
Ere we emerged from whither wounds had driven ! 
Go to ! class Stanley with the tyrant's tools, 
Catesby and Shaw ; that craft may cozen fools ; 
Indict foul names, and cull opprobrious words ; 
Women and boys do that, and teach it birds : 
Men reason thus — Were I the wretch described. 
One — Richard would have used — or could have bribed. 
Why were assassins called to hew me down. 
And hack in quarters, ere he seized the crown ? 
But I was spared : — unfortunately done ! 
If 'tis my crime that Richard could find none ; 
Whose ruffians' fears shall bolden Clifford's mind. 
And warrant him to dare — what they declined. 



" But Edward's sons :— the realm to Richard kneeled. 
Even Heaven forsook them ; — how was I to shield ? 
Could I defend the Tower against its King ? 
I hold its keys— when Tyrrel brought his ring? 
What could I more, than Clifford owns was done. 
Watch, till they slept, and seek them with the sun. 
But I from sanctuary lured Edward's wife : — 
I did ; and saved her dowry ; saved her life ; 
Saved Holy Church, saved young Elizabeth, 
From barbarous force, from nuptials worse than death. 
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'' Even Mistress Shore, whose summer sail I checked, 
With me sought haven, when her pride was wrecked. 
By me the Commons' storm, the Court's, was stemmed. 
Till Holy Church arraigned her and condenmed. 
Let Holy Church defend its own decree ! 
That death stained none in England less than me. 



" Think not, my Liege, nor oh ! my country, feel — 
I prize mine honour more than England's weal, 
Than rights, which nerve her and adorn — as youth, 
Her Commons' rights of telling Kings the truth, — 
Here if I meet, here answer, Clifford's plaint. 
What vote I voiced — ^when Richmond was attaint. 
My name in Edward's Commons still was classed : 
Mine ears there witnessed each attainder passed : 
Then wherefore, when that bill its menace read, 
Which outlawed Richmond, and appraised his head. 
Why rose I not against it, and reproved ? 
Why ? — For this reason — no such bill was moved. 
Rolls, records show — For I, as Clifford swore. 
Oaths, he assures us, never wronged before, 
And cited Heaven to witness these attacks. 
And vouched himself for proof, and challenged racks 
Till death — of body — after death — his soul's ; — 
I vouch but records, I attest the rolls ! 
These blazed the usurping sign of Richard Third, 
Ere Richmond's forfeiture was sealed, was stirred. 
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Why not oppose it then ? The rolls explain, — 
I never joined the House through Richard's reign. 
Well, but I had, when Richmond's father swelled 
Attainders, past in parliament — compelled 
Where Henry's throne by York was first bestrid : 
Why not oppose that statute then ? I did. 
Did, till I found how useless all effect, 
Which made but foes malign me—friends suspect. 
One charge remains-whose justice I must own. 
'Tis what ? —When Henry Sixth resumed the throne, 
Richmond's attainder was by me reversed : — 
For which, in Richmond's realm, am I aspersed ? 



" Oh realm of native liberty and laws ! 

Oh England ! Tell me, in her name and cause. 

Of thanks to Richmond's worth and Richmond's fate, 

Of blessings long besought and granted late. 

What greater, than that law — of Heaven designed. 

That act of grace and mercy to mankind. 

Which guards his title whom the throne sustains. 

And binds our liegance to the King who reigns. 

I cite that statute, whose illumined page 

From Richmond's mind shall radiate every age ; 

I crave that statute's aid, — 'twas framed by mine ; 

Reflect its beams o'er previous years to shine ; 

'Twill blanch my life, and brighten — as the sun — 

My loyalty to York, in every deed, but one. 
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" But what ? What— woe ! my soul, if there to blame- 
Repent I cannot, nor if guilt — disclaim. 
Whatever Heaven deem it, Hell methinks pursues. 
For, though each day applaud me, dreams accuse : 
Dreams — of the gaping jaw and ghastly frown. 
From which, my fortune was, to wrest a crown. 
But — yesternight, awakened by a yell. 
Like that when Richmond's standard-bearer fell, 
I heard lame footsteps up the staircase tramp ; 
And, as gleams flickered from my dying lamp, 
Saw — round the wall— reflected in a glass — 
Towards where I lay— a crookback shadow pass. 
I cross me, leap to arms, unsheath, and cry — 
' This sword and God's divide us ! Monster, fly ! 
I fought thee, and will fight, to death, to hell, 
Which never man nor fiend deserved so well !' 
'Twas instant dark, and instant flashed to sight 
Grim Richard's ghost — a pale and lurid light. 
Awhile he eyed me, with a sneering gleam. 
As wont alive— when Richmond was his theme; 
Then — beckoning upwards — halted out the door : 
Anon returned, and beckoned — as before : 
Till I thrust at him and pursued. He went 
Up turret stairs, and out the battlement ; 
And, flitting off* the Tower with face adverse, 
Alit— methought — 'twas on a floating hearse, 
Which, as the setting moon deep shadows formed 
Of far thrown arches where the water stormed. 
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Shot from the Traitor*s Gate, and down the tide 
Swift, without wings or rowers, seemed to glide. 
And disappeared, between the waves and gloom. 
I — chill and faint — descended to my room. 
Unclasped God's Bible, dared his will to scan. 
By lots forbid, and read — * Thou art the man !' 
Hence, Clifford's charge unnerved me — lip and limb : 
The fiend which tempted me — had prompted him ! 



" Man's brain may mock him, or illume, when fired : 

Some senses may be lost, or more acquired : 

But, if hell haunt us then, and fiends fatigue. 

Is mine the fiend of faction and intrigue ? 

Could I, whose dreams are scared for having warred 

Against a tyrant all mankind abhorred, — 

Could I, whose conscience feeds the worm — remorse, 

In arms for charging o'er a monster's corse — 

Who wore God's sacraments of crown and oil. 

Signed as they were in blood, and seized in spoil, — 

Could I find stomach for a plot like this ? 

To sell the master, whom I hail and kiss. 

Twine round the bosom I prepare to sting. 

And mine the throne, and immolate the King, — 

The throne, for which I perilled land and life ! 

The King, whose mother lives my brother's wife ! 

The King, who blending genius, power, and birth. 

Reigns by all titles Heaven prescribes to earth. 
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What trace of such a crime deformed my youth ? 
What cloud so darked my summer's path from truth ? 
What sign in autumn blazed so wild a flood — 
To burst — now winter's frost has tamed my blood? 
Whence had my broken health and heart this leaven 
Of crimes, abhorred on earth, avenged in heaven ? 



" Why, but for Clifford's wiles to taint my fame. 
Rekindle quarrels he affects to blame. 
Stamp me with heresy, with treason stamp 
To all preceding crowns, and every camp ; 
Indignant pride would tempt me to dismiss 
The spy's report, with answer brief— as this, — 
Clifford has charged what Stanley has denied; — 
My God bear witness ! and my King decide ! 
But — prouder now — an humbler stand I claim. 
I scorn the vantage-ground of kin and name. 
Let others serve and murmur at the world, 
Whoseheight theyclimed — thence heavier to be hurled; 
And perish all, who seek but safety thence. 
To vouch fame's vaunt ! Away with such defence ! 
And here— in sooth — should service claim respect? 
Have not these plots with Perkin proof direct? 
This witness swears each overt act and word ; 
His eyes have seen it, and his ears have heard. 
Seen and heard what ? Leave — ^who he is, and whence ; 
Leave — wherefore come, a moment in suspense ; 
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bether for private malice^ party spleen, 
Tgimdian gold, or all, shall soon be seen : 
it let me, first, dissect these wondrous news, 
ere needs no question here of scourge or screws, 
ath may at times be tried by strength of limb, 
sloth of nerve : — in others ! not in him. 
ck but his words, his reasons rend and mince ! 
me, sift we fact from fiction ! — Gracious Prince, 
tend henceforth, as hitherto thou dost, 
id learn, if woman's love be frail to trust, 
honour's ward be frail in woman's oath, 
spy's report is treacherous— more than both. 



''or strip minute details of place and time, 
[lich— true or false — ^prove nothing but his crime, 
vain and trivial circumstances reft, 
e trick and badge of falsehood, — what is left ? 
irgaret declared, fate rests on my support : — 
ght she not say so — to inspire that court ? 
spirit this ? Or grant — she so believed, 
ght not the spies, who told her, have deceived ? 
iat ! am I fool — to write of such intent ? 
Margaret mad — to blab it, and prevent? 
t Clifford heard such letters : — Did he see ? 
' : — but— forsooth — some read them as from me. 
t coin he saw : —Irrefragable sign ! 
lat stamp, weight, colour, legend, proved it mine ? 



I 
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But he was told : — Oh idiot ! talk in Britain 
Of what was told, or what in musters written ! 
Are treasons thus in courts Burgundian proved, 
And lieges hanged on hearsay thrice removed ? 
Admit it here ! — by whom was Clifford told ? 
Margaret of York, the witch of Charles the Bold. 
She, whose intrigues to crush me are her boast, 
To make my blood appease her brother's ghost ; 
She, whose revenge would wreck her country's peace, 
And crown a beggar, to dethrone her niece. 



" So far this witness, charity might trust, 
Has been a tool, by hands superior thrust ; 
A pipe, by subtler lips inspired with voice ; 
And duped by Margaret, as he was by Joyse ; — 
Except he proved himself, by tales of Holt, 
More knave than fool, more devil far than dolt. 
Nay — but Holt's inmates shall confirm him there:— 
Why, swore they all he cited them to swear. 
What can Ap-Thomas — Derby what — attest? 
Where Clifford played the spy he lived a guest. 
What more was Gorst for torture called to own ? 
That — host and guest conversed one night alone* 
The guest a traitor— he may add, I yield ; 
But one who owns his treason then concealed. 
Why this parade of proofs, which none contest ? 
This pomp of witnesses to facts confest ? 
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As if that juggle covers or confirms 

Where the cause labours : — Where ? Those whispered 

teimsy 
The only crime, if any, said or done. 
Rest on the hearing, memory, oath, of one. 



" From me, overcome by duty towards a guest, 
Relaxed by morning's labour, evening's rest, 
Vagueness of thought, and carelessness of phrase. 
Which converse o'er a midnight hearth betrays ; — 
Had words escaped, with such condition yoked. 
Words, that condition failing, self-revoked. 
Words, whose vague import negatives design. 
Words, which abhor the meaning palmed for mine ; — 
Could these lips doubt their folly to bemoan ? 
These knees — to sink me at my Sovereign's throne ? 
Not to name merits—o'er rewarded thrice. 
And here traduced — with care beyond their price ; 
Nor cite examples famed for worthier mould. 
And happier fate, than those by CliflPord told : — 
(Though ah ! what conquest lights thy trophied arch, 
Henry of Monmouth, more than pardoning March 1 
Henry of Lancaster, what radiant pearl 
Beams from thy crown, like mercy towards Au- 

merle !) — 
Sire, need I but invoke your own renown. 
Invoke the part your worth prescribes the crown ; 
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And pray — that grace, still radiant to forgive, 
That grace, by which e'en Clifford hopes to live. 
Would spare the remnant Stanley's days may reach. 
To make amends for one unmeaning speech ? 



" Indignant innocence, and conscious worth. 
And scorn for slander, bar my knees from earth. 
The King's own weal, the kingdom's, self respect, 
Truth, knighthood, manhood, bid me stand erect, 
And spurn this charge— for fiction, false as hell. 
Most ill conceived, most impudent to tell ; 
Which truth shall smite to parts that least conform. 
And reason sweep— as chaff before the storm. 
For, whose the qualm — those whispered words evince? 
Who scruples warring with a Yoritist Prince ? 
Who but the man, that renegade describes — 
As promp to war with Heaven itself for bribes ; 
The man, so Clifford says, whose charge of horse 
Hurled the last monarch of that House a corse. 
But Edward's sons ; — 'tis there my conscience halts : 
What ! Has it not been summed among my faults. 
That I betrayed the chamber where they died. 
And hailed, soothed, lauded, loved their parricide ? 
Why, e'en the tones, looks, gestures, Clifford paints. 
Jar with themselves, and prove each other feints. 
Why whisper ? Servants, or a guest, might list ? 
Guests were all absent ^ servants all dismissed. 
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Spials might peep ? Then —whispering words of harm^ 
Why rise, distort my face, and stretch my arm ? 
The whisper marks mistrust, concealment, quiet ; 
The gesture — rage, publicity, and riot. 
Last, to what nonsense is this movement set? 
* Were that White Rose the true Plantagenet :' — 
Is this man sane ? Should Clifford roam at large ? 
I doubt those princes died in Tyrrel's chaise ! 
I, from whose hand their key at night was torn, 
I, who last left — who sought them first at mom, 
I, who found void their garments bed and room. 
And down the staircase knew I trod their tomb ? 
Add, to crown all, were I beguiled by hell 
To feign such doubts, by childishness to tell, — 
Of all mankind should Clifford first have heard ? 
Clifford, who spumed the bones of York interred ; 
Clifford, whose sword spared neither sex nor age ; 
Clifford, in soul, e'en more than parentage. 
Kin to the hand, that held young Rutland's hair. 
And gashed his throat — while begging space for 

prayer ! 
Has Clifford sworn — I dreamed of his revolt ? 
He never lisped of changing camps— at Holt. 
But he will swear it ? Swear ! and be forsworn ! 
Could such news there but rouse distrust and scom ? 
When here, he scarce hoped credit for the change. 
Till wrongs were shown — all reason to derange. 
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What tale less self-consistent^ more absurd, 

What worse imagined ! Next—by whom preferred? 

" For I, as yet, deign answer Clifford's plaint, 
As though some priest — high mitred — half a saint, 
Or falsehood's foe — like good Duke Humphery— 

swore 
Words — that had sullied lips unstained before. 
But now, the oath I numbered, weigh, and mete ! 
Now — sift me Clifford, winnow him — as wheat ! 
And show his slanders merit no replies. 
Save — what I waged when first impeached — he lies ! 
Next — let me still his din of private wrongs, 
His claims for vengeance that to Heaven belongs ; 
Then— for all questions from the furious dunce, 
At last, let me apostrophise him — once. 

" My lips can scarcely speak him — scarce my wits 

Imagine — worse, than he himself admits. 

Than what your ears have heard, and eyes behold; 

What balks all telling, all belief if told. 

Whence comes he hither ? What his own report ? 

From Margaret's board, from Perkin Warbeck's court ! 

For whom he fled his ancestors' abodes. 

Changed England's rose for fungus spawned of toads. 

Abjured the allegiance he would here renew. 

Betrayed the King he lauds — to crown a Jew, 



1 
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Knelt at his feet, assumed his vassal's yoke. 
And swore — the only oath he never hroke. 
But he repents, or took it for a snare : — 
Beware of spies ! Of spies, my Liege, beware ! 
Who serve two masters, own they break one oath ; 
Doubtful to whether, probable to both. 
Unasked of Burgundy, unfeed, unsent. 
He came not hither, hence howe'er he went. 
Burgundian craft inspires his heart and head. 
His blood still mantles with Burgundian bread : 
He seeks — what Margaret craves and Perkin lacks — 
To lop your servants with their master's axe : 
His home, his grave, must be Burgundian earth. 
Or gaols and gibbets in his land of birth. 
Think not— this wretch could tolerate the light. 
Where Perkin reigns not, or endure the night. 
That favour. Sire, exceeds a King's command. 
To CliflPord, England's sward were burning sand : 
Her shadowy vales, where rainbows span the grass. 
Were iron deserts baked by heavens of brass. 
Send Clifford forth, with every vow fulfilled, 
Send him all reeking with the blood he spilled, — 
To outrage Heaven, if Heaven the bolt restrain,^ 
And leave its vengeance to himself, like Cain, — 
He too must wander marked, to mask his face. 
To mask his name, to mask his dwelling-place. 
Where none detect him, or where none detest. 
Land — Paynims file — or Peterkins infest. 
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Where else dares Clifford tell this business right? 
Where answer to his name? where front the light? 

" These, his true interests, craved a false pretence. 
Hence rankling griefs, his thirst for vengeance hence ; 
Griefs of a heart self-cankered — self-betrayed, 
And thirst of vengeance for a self-slain maid. 
Seems Clifford less with foaming malice stained. 
If true those tales, as I believed them feigned ? 
Which — what attests? Confession: Whence supplied ? 
A hag said maddening — what she sane denied. 
What more ? The scarf: Why, say it was purloined ; 
Say I disclaim it ; — what could be rejoined ? 
And this brought Clifford here — for blood to gush ! 
This, which — denied — has what for proof? A blush. 
Sf^e reasoning ! Was that blush, if seen, foreknown ? 
Lo— now, for blundering shamed, it bums— his own ! 
But courage ! Come, that scarf shall be confest. 
Yes— let truth harm the teller — truth is best. 
Clifford has raked up secrets of my youth. 
And mixed much falsehood with some little truth. 

" Life's current savours. Sire, of whence it wells. 
And where it flows, and flows — where earth compels : 
But ah ! storms flood— rocks intercept— the course, 
And heights hurl headlong down, with giant force ; 
In endless moan the shivered waves complain, 
And dark with bitterer fountains — seek the main. 
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So — much in morals flows from natural bents, 
And much from whom man meets, and what events. 
These, these from loftier hopes repulsed my fate, 
To license, learned too early, loathed too late ; 
Habits, my household caught, as always fares. 
And made my manners warrant worse in theirs. 
Even cloisters throb with more than vows can rein, 
And burning cheeks there mantle, veiled in vain. 
Walls from the wild must fence our roseate bowers. 
Or wilds have hoofs will trample down the flowers. 
Let ripened fruit overlook the path to drop, — 
I am not — but there are— will climb and crop. 
Yet, if ere flamed a passion, so misplaced. 
So profligate in prurience, coarse in taste. 
As — won by hags obscene with pandering charms, 
Could leave God's altar for a leman's arms ; — 
Tis not the wall, nor ward of thousand eyes, 
Nor veils, nor vows, can baffle gold's disguise ; 
Nor living tombs below, nor Heaven above, 
Can baffle lust, when woman deems it love. 
Such might — disguised — escape to neighbouring 

towers. 
Might there— unknown — find welcome; might in ours: 
Might there for months have tarried, more than seven. 
Unseen of me ; or seen, — forgive me. Heaven ! 
If this be fact, of all to choose on earth, 
Joyse were the wretch to make that crime her mirth : 

n2 
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If this be forged, of earth, of hell, for choice. 

The fiends who forged were Clifford leagued with 

Joyse. 
His powers of face superior, her's of mind. 
Lacked nothing more, than two such hearts combined. 
But true or false — elsewhere must be perused. 
My house, my chamber, may have been abused. 
Wrongs, not for me to expiate, but pursue. 
Such wrongs are all my conscience has to rue ; 
As — God, who knows, attest ! and men shall find — is 

true. 

" Then whence that scarf? Oh pledge of shame and 

grief! 
I gave it, I — to whom ? To Joyse, my nief. 
No maid of gentle birth, or life devout. 
I bought her with a price, and freed without; 
And graced her mind with arts — bestowed in vain, 
For none could hide or change its natural grain. 
With charms decayed, love lost, and humbled place. 
Her fury raged in all things dark and base. 
Till, by the folk accused of magic crafts, 
By me-of brewing spells with poisoned draughts, 
She cursed and fled my house, with threats to send — 
What, as I do not merit, Heaven forefend ! 

" But why fled Clifford's niece— (my Liege, explore!) — 
So far— to lay her death at Clifford's door? 
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To rouse revenge :— and leave its object hid? 

Why not first tongue her wrongs ? Did shame forbid ? 

Gould she not write ? Why let not letters speak, 

When shame no longer could suffuse her cheek ? 

Wished she to screen her memory ? Why then choose 

IMeans of decease — so odious — as the noose ? 

NTo. She wished death should publish something hid : 

For that, to choose the scene, was all she did : 

The scene, she therefore thought, would give it tongue : 

That scene was Clifford's door, and there she hung. 

More, — were there marks of struggling, blood, or 

hurts? 
None, save by travel. None ! As who asserts ? 
Clifford. What ! he, whose lips have here averred, 
He foimd her first, and instantly interred, 
[n bowers, now his, by her in childhood traced ! — 
Of which some words anon.) — But why this haste? 
Was holier burial by the Church forbidden ? 
5o was by law a hurried and a hidden. 
Law thwarts revenge ? No. Law and Holy Church 
Ead joined to aid it, and direct his search. 
Their inquest had divulged her sin and shame ? 
Which Clifford comes — to cover ? — no ! — proclaim. 
He cites to witness quick and dead of kin — 
R-evenge must needs divulge her shame and sin. 
Who makes an uncle's grief so loud and large. 
For some frail niece, when treason is the charge ; 
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Makes thread-bare facts — and reasons thinly spun- 
Weave up the crime of stuprating a nun, — 
Methinks — had better spare his wit and breath, 
To purge that uncle of the niece's death. 



" I know not,— all is so perplexed and dim, — 
Where truth may lurk, but truth is not in him. 
No. Waive all doubt of self-contrived decease : 
Enough is known of Clifford, and his niece. 
Why she should perish where her childhood trod. 
To mark him for the wrath of man and God : 
Enough, why he should curse his heavier fate. 
That — having guilt — he had not heart — as great. 
To shun my answer, spare his own harangue. 
And wi'eak God's justice on himself, and hang. 
That niece, whose father's lands were broad and fair. 
Was Clifford's ward, and Clifford was her heir. 
The wolf had bought the guardiance of the sheep; 
As Gloster jeered, to prove he sold it cheap. 
To spite which jest, and reimburse the price, 
Clifford at once grew formal — sad — precise. 
And made his house devout, and lived recluse. 
Fame soon announced her much religious use. 
Her comeliness of features, voice, and mien : 
But these— though famed — were seldom heard or seen. 
Sudden, ere reason had to ripeness grown. 
Ere half her charms, her passions half, were blown. 
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The novice of St. Clare from Clifford's bowers, 
Has doffed her gaudery, trampled on its flowers, 
Clipped off the golden curls that wreathed her face. 
And Frances Clifford — veiled — is Sister Grace. 
With her the convent gained some small bequest ; 
Her uncle challenged, and consumed, the rest : 
Happy, if happiness were won, or weighed, 
By — or the wealth he found — or waste he made. 
All spent, — to Margaret next he sold himself; 
And now taunts me with ill-collected pelf. 



" For Margaret's service, Margaret's gold, he taunts. 

Hire is his cause ; his private griefs are wants. 

That niece's wrongs are all a false pretence. 

No feud exists between us, no offence. 

No smothered hate, or rivalry from youth ; 

'Tis all — a mask — assumed to screen the truth. 

Though each know best what motives are his own. 

So far am I from thinking he has shown. 

So far from sharing his as self-ascribed, 

I credit him for none but being: bribed. 

His lips to Margaret, and to hell, are farmed : 

I never wronged him, never knew I harmed ; 

Nor ever dreamed his fortune crossed by mine ; 

Nor needed envy him, nor could malign. 

We lived as friends, we never met as foes. 

Ere civil wars burst out, or since their close ; 
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Though campings in the mean, with adverse banners ; 
And though, I knew him — shame upon my manners ! — 
I knew him, what yourselves have heard and seen ; 
What all attests him, language, voice, and mien ; 
But what I else had scrupled to declare, 
Since — well to paint such natures — seems to share : — 
A sour, dark man, wroth, envious, insincere. 
Vain of a slanderous tongue, and lip to sneer, 
Full of suspicion and revenge from youth, 
Void of all honour, all remorse, and truth. 
And faith : — a hopeless, heartless, infidel. 
Whose belly is his God, and poverty his hell. 



" Yet, not so hardy, as to scorn disguise, 
In zeal for Holy Church : — nor there so wise. 
But that he spurned her creed — for my reproof. 
And bared, at every turn, the cloven hoof. 
Who — that revered God's word — could so revile ? 
Who say — it teems with bloodshed, lust, and guile ? 
Who, that obeyed — its lecture — could forbid ? 
Who, that believed, could wish those pages hid. 
Which Holy Church has sainted, daily reads. 
And pi-izes high, among her works and meeds. 
Some o'er the Giver would the gift install. 
Works o'er their Author, and themselves o'er all ; 
Making their glosses to the text preferred — 
To Holy Church, whose Spirit gave the word. 
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What, if by such my wealth was once abused ? 
What, if through me those Scriptures were diffused, 
^ • f To hands, whose heresy profaned the search ? 

Whom wronged I there? Why, God, and Holy 

Church : 
And thence — cries Clifford — am not fit to live : — 
But how, if God and Holy Church forgive ? 
If I, through alms and penitence be shriven. 
Absolved by God, and by His Church forgiven ? 
Through this shall Clifford's cry for vengeance come ? 
Through this, which makes the accusing legion dumb? 
Shall Clifford's mouth gape on me, after this. 
Which seals, and stills, the bottomless abyss ? 

" Man's youth has itching ears, and fancies warm ; 
And — charmed with change — some ruin to reform ; 
Or miss, by reason's lamp, the immortal boon. 
Which faith — the day-star — offers bright as noon. 
And me, me also pride seduced in youth, 
Me reason lured through mazes — far from truth : 
Till, finding all a helpless, hopeless, loss, — 
I turned, fled back, and flung me at the Cross ; 
Gave Holy Church my judgment to control. 
Pinned my belief on her, and cast my soul. 
And read her Scriptures now with prone assent, 
And understand, as she explains — she meant. 
God promised ne'er to leave her, ne'er will 1 5 
But place in Him, who cannot err, nor lie, 
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Through His dear Mother's intercession— place 
My faith and hope. Hail, Mary, full of grace ! 

'^ Sire, some of Clifford's tales but moved disdain. 
And some shot stings of rage through every vein, 
Like shafts, as foully drugged, as keenly edged : 
But cheer revived— to hear two crimes alleged. 
Which, were the time they wasted only less, 
I could find heart to thank him for, and bless. 
What were they ? First, the lef^ue with Lewis made, 
Beneath King Edward's flag in France displayed ; 
Next, murmurs heard and disaffection shown, 
Since Henr}' Seventh — God save him! — filled the 

throne. 
Neither of these depends on Clifford's oath : 
Sire, your own memory must refute them both : 
And one — your honour, more than mine, resent. 
For what those counsels —given in Edward's tent? 
When your pavilion at Boulogne was pitched, 
You heard them, followed, and came home — en- 
riched : — 
That times were changed, with England and her 

chiefs. 
Since France had reft us of her fairest fiefs ; 
While half her ports and provinces were ours. 
While Norman hearts invoked us, Gascon towers. 
Allies without, and rebels camped within, — 
Our princes claimed that realm, with hope to win. 



PART III.] STANLEY. 187 

Yet how, even then, had England mastered France ? 
By battle ? — yes, — but more by pact and chance. 
When chiefs, like John the Brave, or Charles the Bad, 
Reft half her towns from monarchs weak or mad ; 
Estates betrayed the throne, a queen her son ; — 
Then — dynasties are changed, and realms undone. 
Yet England's camp — though trenched with aids like 

these. 
Had thrice succumbed to famine and disease. 
But foes preferred to brave the battle's field. 
Fired by vast odds — they knew not how to wield. 

" Twice have such counsels been by kings esteemed ; 
Twice — sold the peace — ourselves had else redeemed. 
Beside which blessing — (and who knows its price ?) — 
More spoil of war succeeded my advice. 
Than centuries of blood through previous reigns : — 
Of all whose conquests not a trace remains. 
To recompense the wealth and life they cost, 
Save fame when won, and infamy when lost. 
Which conquests, slow to win, were soon undone, 
And more for England's welfare — lost — than won. 
'Twas then my counsel, and 'tis now my boast, 
That England's monarchs twice led home their host. 
From ransomed France, with tributary sums. 
In triumph led, mid peeling bells and drums ; 
And twice has foreign war, and only twice. 
Made England rich, — I boast— with my advice. 
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For which her churches, thronged with all her ranks, 
Attested Heaven — she rendered lauds and thanks. 



" Yet, one result, I neither hoast, nor hlame ; 

'Twas meed — not motive, accident — not aim ! 

In Edward's reign, 'twas openly professed ; 

In your's, my Liege, was — wiser far — suppressed ; 

For 'tis, what tongues — like Clifford's — would traduce. 

What breeds suspicion, and might breed abuse. 

I mean — those pensions, wrung from France, as spoil, 

For some, who shared their Liege's cost and toil : 

Pensions, which Howards, Grays, and Mowbrays had ; 

And with them Stanley; whose —I dare to add — 

Was nor the most, nor merited the worst. 

These were fair prize, not granted, but coerced ; 

Not voluntary gifts, but ransom loath. 

No Gascon's gossip, vouched on Clifford's oath. 

Shall make me credit — Lewis, even by drink. 

Could so besot him, as to say, or think — 

That England's chiefs were bribed, or kings disgraced. 

By sums he paid — to ransom France from waste. 

But grant — a Gascon's tale for once believed ; 

Grant — us for once by Clifford not deceived : — 

What were his drunken vaunts and slanders worth. 

Whose oaths and actions sober shamed the earth ? 

Craved his own crimes so little grace divine. 

That Heaven, in mockeiy, mig^ be thanked for mine ? 
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Better had Lewis spent each night in shrift, 
Each breath in prayer, in charity each gift, 
To hide — or expiate — why his ftither starved, 
For fear of food the Dauphin might have carved ; 
What anguish — heavenward glazed his brother's 

look — 
And burst his livid breast, the food who took ; 
Or, what Nemours, and what his children bore ; 
Either, when clotted with their father's gore. 
Which through his scaffold streamed on them beneath; 
Or, when the torturer monthly thinned their teeth, 
Thrusting his pincers through a cage's band. 
Whose tenant crouched, forbid to lie or stand. 

" Has such a monster's kingdom grown too great ? 
So Heaven would have it : how could I abate ? 
Of towns in Gaul, save Calais, none remained : 
All— Henry Fifth, all— Edward Third had gained. 
All — Henry Second by birth and marriage given, 
Long, ere I counselled camp or court, was riven. 
And Charles the Bold seemed mighty — as his boast. 
To bridle France, without King Edward's host. 
And, round the Rhine, a barrier realm compose. 
To court our commerce, and coerce our foes : 
And oh ! but madness staked — against the Swiss — 
Realm, life, and fame, the Duke had equalled this. 
The face of Europe changed with his decease ; 
What next was craved — for every kingdom's peace ? 
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What left ? What needs but nammg — to convince : 
First, wed his daughter with an English Prince ; 
Next, save her from a French, whose suit assailed : 
Both which I counselled, and in one prevailed. 
But, since Ghent made her hand the Austrian's share, 
Is France too strong for Maximilian's heir ? 
Who— by successions — hope in vain forbade, 
To seventeen nether provinces may add 
Sardinia, Naples, Sicily, and Spain, 
And all Columbus sought beyond the main, 
Divined, and found, and added to the world ; — 
(Who landing there the Spaniards' flag unfurled. 
Reared high the cross, and first beyond the sea, 
As priests intoned— Te Deum, bowed his knee. 
And answered — ' All the earth doth worship thee !')— 
Can France be matched with realms so boundless 

grown ; 
Whose lord may mount on Rome's imperial throne ? 
Though Burgundy was seized, Provence attached. 
And Brittany since won, can France be matched ? 
For England's weal is Gaul — combined — too grand. 
Should fleets from Scheldt and Tagus shroud our 

land? 

" Away with statesmen — too profound in vain ? 
Who swallow camels, while at gnats they strain ; 
Or fly afar some meteor's fancied wrath, 
But heed not gulfs that yawn across their path. 
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Mine be the curse— posterity may pour, 
When France bestrides, as threatened, sea and shore ; 
If half the blessing Europe owes, be mine. 
For urging kings and kingdoms to combine- 
In leagues — no oath, no record, need attest. 
No feud can part, no jealousy infest, — 
To curb o'erweening kingdoms, shield the small. 
Foresee in each the commonwealth of all. 
And found and guard that counterpoise of powers, 
To wield, and weigh, whose balance— shall be ours. 
Ours — to bid half the curse of warfare cease ; 
To dictate terms, and teach the arts, of peace ; 
Prove — wealth from labour, not from conquest, flows ; 
Respect man's being, mitigate its woes ; 
Blend social factions, expiate their sin. 
And wean the world from massacres of kin. 
This, this I urged, in embassies, in camps. 
At home, abroad, by mom, and midnight lamps, 
This ever urged, though failing to convince : 
Still hoping — Heaven would raise us up a prince, 
To illustrate mankind, and chase the night 
From barbarous climes, which thought themselves 

polite. 
Nor hoped in vain : a happier age drew nigh. 
Methought— we hailed its day-spring from on high, 
When victors raised, and vanquished joined, the 

shout — 
' Long live King Henry Seventh !' — and hills about 



192 STANLEY. [part ni. i 

Were made with their's to swell a people's voice, 
And Heaven attest his merit and our choice. 



" For the next chapter, and the last, of crimes — 
My conduct there, and through succeeding times. 
The fight at Stoke, my Liege's marriage feast. 
Letters to Lincoln, Simnel and his priest, 
And Egremont's revolt ; — observe and try. 
How easy, fair, and brief, is this reply. 
Could mirth at nuptials misbeseem a guest, 
Who saw his mistress crowned, his master blest, 
And hoped — rebellion thence would lose its power. 
Faction for followers lack a flag or flower, 
Traitors — their means to haunt my Sovereign's rest, 
And spies— to slander those, who loved him best. 
At Stoke, my yeomanry by Strange were led, 
For — then God's anger bound my limbs to bed ; 
Till pale-faced rumour of disasters talked, 
Then— -by God's grace — I leaped from bed and walked; 
Yes, in a litter borne, I braved alarms, 
And beat — for aid — all Cheshire up to arms. 
In Lincoln's camp, were letters found of mine? 
Aye, found and read: — and what was their design ? 
To spurn his offers, change his hope to gloom, 
Renounce his friendship, and predict his doom. 
The riot — Egremont led out to fight. 
Assume I would have raised, and prove I might ! 
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Who, then, on embassy, had crossed the seas — 
With thee. Lord Abbott, crossed the Pyrenees ; 
Where news first reached us — from His Highness 

penned. 
News of that rout's both origin and end. 
Were Simnel's secrets more than Simon lent. 
Or Lincohi might have told, or Margaret sent ? 
Is Simnel dead ? Send for him, and explore. 
What came from me, and why untold before ! 



" But — what defence for faults in battle done ? 
For Bosworth's field —what answer make I ? None. 
Nothing can wrong that service — but excuse. 
Let slanderers carp, and, if they can, traduce ! 
My Liege knows all — their calumny perverts. 
Save how his thanks surpassed my poor deserts. 
Power more than mortal crushed the tyrant's host. 
What was my conduct there — I scorn to boast : 
But scorn — far more— apologies to plead. 
I can not — will not — stoop to that, nor need. 
No — before Heaven ! — if aught was their mista'en, 
Aught in me wanting, I have lived in vain. 
And hence despair of pleasing man or God. 
Cut down this trunk ! — ^why cumbereth it the sod ? 
Place for exotics ! greener be their hue. 
Their boughs more pliant, and their heart as true ! 

o 
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" What charge remains ? What other unexcused ? 
Their kinds were various^ and their class confused : 
Has one escaped a mind whose memory wanes ? 
Are all not answered ? No. One crime remains. 
Wealth. When was baser theme more basely harped ? 
This — who of men, save Clifford, could have carped? 
Who envied spoils — for blood in battle sold ? 
Is he so ignorant, all — which subjects hold. 
Who love their Liege, is his — to take, or share ; 
Ours — but the use, the custody, and care ? 
And hence my wealth, though less than Clifford taunts. 
Has far outgrown my wishes and my wants. 
Who wait — but steward — till my Lord anive, 
To say — behold ten talents gained of five. 
Whether to found an aisle for God's abode. 
Or yoke a stream with granite, floor a road. 
Raise walls to break — or towers to light — the deep, 
Or crown a cape with castles, arm their keep. 
Or launch them on the sea with sail unfurled, 
To prove— who loile the waters, rule the world. 
Shame come to him, who hoards for love of pelf. 
Or wastes the toil of thousands on himself! 
Whatever exceeds our want by rank enlarged, 
I hold a trust, which Heaven would have discharged, 
Not for our small self-interests or desires. 
But where our country needs, and King requires. 
Oh, else the charge of riches were a curse ! 
Riches, now mine so many years to nurse, 



i: 
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I, of that charge — ^methinks — howe'er achieved, 
If ill, should be deprived, if well, relieved. 
Glad would I render what I ne'er enjoyed. 
Glad, as when grants of York were voted void : 
When-far from murmurs uttered or dispised, 
'Twas I, who first obeyed it, first advised. 



" Sire, my defence ! Such have I marched through 

time 
Beset by faction and distract with crime. 
Mid barbarous peers, and masters hard to please. 
Marched, by such paths, such principles, as these : 
And thus survived a dark tempestuous age. 
Thus, while the monarch's hate, or people's rage, 
Rolled o'er my head, and burst around, and rived 
Too many a guiltless bosom, I survived. 
Here — to make answer for each act, and oath. 
To York, to Lancaster, to you — for both ; — 
As though a shadowy council filled the room — 
From Edward's, Henry Sixth's, and Richard's tomb, 
Invoked to hear me, and defied to doom : 
As though you wished their feuds to recommence, 
And reigned for their revenge, — lo, this is my defence ! 
Here frankly ofiered, free— or fraught— of guilt. 
As shall in Heaven be ofiered— when thou wilt. 
Whate'er of mercy faults may there obtain, 
Though hell send up to sifl them and arraign — 

o2 
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Mine scarce could more malignly be exposed. 
One word with Clifford^ and my cause is closed. 



'^ For — not the toils that waste me^ snares that hedge^ 
And wrongs that threat, shall forfeit me the pledge — 
Of hurling back those terms of vile repute, 
Those slanderous questions back — on him they suit. 
A task — Heaven witness ! — I would fain decline, 
And more detest it for resembling thine; — 
Deserter, outlaw, rebel, oh ! disgrace 
Of Clifford's, England's, all the human race ! 
Unless fiends found thy body self-destroyed, 
And entered in, and thus for hell employed. 
What must I deem thee, monster, name thee whom ? 
Who for my heart couldst harrow up the tomb. 
Where life's best hopes were withered in the bud, 
And shout to see my tears, and howl for blood. 
Thou miscreant hypocrite ! who feign'st a call. 
To venge one maiden, while thou slanderest all : 
Who ne'er in woman's love couldst hazard troth, 
Nor trust thine honour to a woman's oath, 
But damnest mine, for every beldame's tale, 
Who mocks a palace, or deforms a jail. 
False guardian of a niece too richly dowered ! 
Whose conscience thou hast cozened, wealth devoured, 
And wouldst her memory with a shame pursue. 
Which thou hast forged— if false, divulged — if true. 
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Hear, minion of the sex thou wouldst contemn, 
Known only to the worst, and duped by them ! 
Could neither fiends, that fill at least thy heart, 
Nor natural malice, churned for years, impart 
Pretexts less bald, than vengeance to be dealt 
For wrongs thou canst not prove, and hast not felt ; 
Or subtler means to see thy vengeance drained. 
Than crimes so ill-conceived, and worse sustained ? 
Crimes, which no passions prompt, no interests suit ; 
Crimes, all my ties, tastes, habits, hopes, refute ; 
Crimes, which thou daredst not argue, scarcely broach, 
Till having stained me, stunned, with such reproach, 
As none could credit, none conceive, but thou, — 
False — as thy mask, and shameless — as thy brow ; 
Else — I had long been driven beyond the sea. 
Appraised, attainted, and accursed, like thee. 

*' Thy proofs? thy reasons ? heartless, senseless thing ! — 
Who hast betrayed thy host, abjured thy King, 
Forsook thy native land, thy Maker spumed. 
Sold faith to Perkin, broke it, and returned. 
And darest avow thy crimes beneath this roof. 
Barest swear them mine! what reason — what thy 

proof? 
Was there abroad no brigand thou couldst fetch. 
No perjurer here — to back thy falsehood ? Wretch, 
Forge letters ! arrant blundering balks thy zeal : 
Beg Margaret's signet ! if she scruple, steal ! 
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For knavery's sake, prove something less remote^ 
Than swearing — ^what she told thee — others wrote : 
Than words from me — too vague to breed offence^ 
Too mad for credit^ too absurd for sense ; 
Words, which consist with neither tone nor face, 
Nor suit theme, gesture, parties, time or place. 
Fool ! what sustains thy proofs of my revolt ? 
What, that night's gossip falsified of Holt ? 
What, all in Flanders written, said, or done ? 
Thy oath : — confirmed by nothing, joined by none : — 
Unless yon traitors' heads attest my shame. 
Which, while they lived, no question made them name. 
Come then, to close, how stand accounts with us ? 
Against thy charge, and for it, sum up thus. 
Against it stand — my kin, place, honours, wealth. 
Fame, principles, past service, age, ill health. 
Ambition, pride,— all motives good or bad; 
Add inconsistence in the tale, and add 
The teller's malice of inveterate growth ; — 
These stand against it. For it — what ? Thy oath. 

" An oath, for which 'twere hard a dog should die. 
Thrice-perjured traitor ! bribed Burgundian spy ! 
Sent to assassinate, as first alarms — 
Which craved thy sentence feai*ed, the King with 

arms. 
Or me with oaths, thy safer, mightier power ; 
By Margaret sent, who grudged her niece's dower. 
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As thou didst thine^ and hates me^ and proscribes, 
For cause perhaps, though thou hast none, but bribes. 
Her gain seemed sure, whatever thy success. 
If thou wert hanged, she fed one brigand less ; 
If spared, such tales, such terrors, shouldst thou sow 
Mid Prince and Peers, that neither these could know 
Whose head was safe — where mine had rolled in dust, 
Nor he, where I was traitorous, whom to trust. 
Whence, she believed, Lancastrians, Yorkists, all. 
Would welcome every change, and rather fall 
By arms in battle for a Jew's support. 
Than for their King's distrust — by oaths in court. 



^^ My dear Liege Master, scan, and shun, the snare ! 
Mistake not Margaret's spy for thine ! Beware ! 
Is CliflTord trustier, since convict and cursed. 
Than when he fled to Margaret — ere aspersed ? 
Never so wrong my nature, and your own. 
Nor so forget what his and hers have shown, 
As thinking— either Stanley could prefer 
Margaret to you, or Clifibrd you to her ; 
You, who must loathe him, as your kingdom loathes. 
To her, whose brigand court may cheer his oaths ; 
You, whom all ties forbid from me to sever. 
Her, whom a brother's blood disjoins for ever. 
Sire, storms are gathering : some to burst ere long. 
Your foes are not too weak, nor friends too strong. 
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Where is Fitz Hugh ? where Neville ? Ah, my Lie 
The sword and axe, the scaffold and the siege, 
Have swept this realm so thoroughly and fast, 
I stand — its oldest soldier, I the last — 
Whose trumpet heard to twang, whose foot to stam 
Would rouse the bristling north to arm your camp. 
Still let me cheer those squadrons to your need ; 
Where that may offer worthier means to bleed. 
Than what your foes and mine alone desire. 
And this — the most bloodthirsty — dares require. 
From whom discern my cause, and judge, and si 
me. Sire ! 



" Save me from doom — for guilt I never shared. 

Doom, by a woman and her dupe prepared. 

Me, whom so many feuds, so many wars, have spar< 

Oh, for our common country, counsels, kin. 

And dangers past, and dangers to begin. 

And Him, who pardons ours — as we each other't 

sin ! 
Make me not seem one more reserved — in hate — 
For Margaret's vengeance vowed to Richard's fate. 
Than spared for having served, and serving still, i 

state! 
But judgment. Sire, is yours : obedience mine. 
God save the King ! and lighten his design I" 
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PART IV. 

THE JUDGMENT. 

He bowed and stood. So champions heaved for breathy 
Where arms bore witness, and the judge was death ; 
In lists, as held by England's King and Peers, 
When Hereford and Norfolk couched their spears. 
Or as — where Rome's colossal structure frowned, 
With orders piled on orders — towering round. 
Towering to heaven, o'er porches of arcades, 
In threefold orbs, with fourfold colonnades ; — 
When slaughter gamed within, and Rome regaled, 
Mid peopled seats on seats — from columns veiled, — 
A glaring lion crouched its prey to tear. 
The pillared elephant with trunk in air. 
Whose mountain side with crimson torrents gushed. 
Whence torn — its foe fled howling, but uncrushed. 
Or — when some martyr, bright with dirk and targe. 
His wealth the crime, impiety the charge. 
For hours, with valour — as an angel — strung. 
Beat off a raging tigress reft of young. 
Or — when gladiators — paired to fence and thrust, 
Whose feet have ploughed, and gashes sown, the dust. 
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While one with fishy helm and falchion threats, 
One rears a lance, and springs his brazen nets ; 
With various flight and chase the combat bums ; 
Each seems the victor, vanquished each, by turns ; 
Till both— exhaust of all but vengeance — stand. 
With eyes turned restless for that signal hand. 
Whose thumb depressed was life, but death if raised, 
O'er the gold balcon, where an emperor gazed. 
So Stanley stood — so CliflTord looked — for fate. 
Whose knell thus sounded from the throne of state. 



" Take Clifford hence ! — and if he can, and list. 
Till further coimsel, let the wretch exist. 
But keep beyond his compass means of flight : 
Means of death also. Take him from my sight ! 
Such creatures — *tb the curse of kings to use, 
And shame of subjects — ^kings may not refuse. 
My lords, I know not what your hearts endure ; 
But mine is torn, is tortured, past a cure. 
Speak for yourselves — how your resolves incline ; 
Man's never laboured more distract than mine. 
What can I trust ? turn whither ? where remain ? 
Save by those laws, which spare ourselves the pain 
Of tiying guilt, or rendering doom, and ask 
Liege and sage subjects — to divide that task. 
Where proof is doubtful, capital the crime. 
Truth needs reflection, and reflection time. 
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Much has been given the answer, much the charge ; 
The judgment also may claim space as large. 
Though that is further than I dare decide. 
To make the laws supreme — has been my pride : 
They rule my counsels, let them part my cares ! 
I know no sager test of truth than theirs. 
But — whether Clifford's charge deserve that test, 
Or he more notice, than his doom may wrest ; 
Whether his tales, though else remote or dark, 
Have yet— as touching Holt — ^what claims remark, — 
For there— methinks — he speaks, if there believed, 
Howe'er by Joyse or Margaret else deceived. 
Still — there — his oath, if credit be its due. 
Declares what he must know, and we pursue : — 
Or whether tales so foul with malice can be true ; — 
This, though all else were feeble or remote. 
Doubtful or venial, this is yours to note ; 
Yours to decide. I leave you to reflect. 
Whate'er the order you may here direct. 
Or what the laws hereafter may enrol, 
I cannot answer for, nor will control." 

* Then, God !' cried Stanley, * God, have mercy on my 
souir 

The council rose— as Henry left his seat. 
But Derby wailed, and sunk before his feet. 
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" Depart not thus, or o'er my body walk ! 
Are laws supreme ? they warrant me to talk — 
Peer to my Prince, and parent to my son. 
What is't you do ? Why, what has Stanley done ? 
How has yon cut-throat made his oath preferred ?" 



* What done ! I know not, save — as all have heard— 
Questioned my rights, and shook the throne I press, 
And taught all England to attempt no less.' 



" Questioned your rights ! What were they but for 

him? 
Shook — what to found — he perilled life and limb ! 
And taught all England — what these only know ! 
And, save in blood you publish, who shall show ?" 



* All this — thou must have audience free to say. 
And shalt' — 



" Then hear me, Sire !" 



' Another day.' 
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" Ah ! when resolves — now wavering — steel your ear." 

* To-morrow' — 

" Now !" 

* In the next chamber' — 

" Here ! 
Here — open shame aspersed my brother's brow ; 
Here— do him open justice ! here — and now ! 
Before that heart — as iron slow to warm, 
But — glowing — meet for honour's kingliest form, 
Get cast in fatal shapes, so sharp and hard. 
No heat can bend them, and no flesh retard. 
My life, my oath, on Stanley's innocence ! 
He ne'er gave England's realm, or king, offence — 
Unless 'twas such to save you and enthrone ! 
No —by this head ! which Heaven may make your own ; 
More — ^by mine honour ! and that none can thrall, 
Nor King, nor God, else arbiters of all.' 



» 



* Rise, Derby !'— 

" Sit, my Liege ! Decide the cause ! 
From lists you claimed it, shift it not to laws ! 
Laws have no voice, but what their king declares. 
Sit down! Pronounce your judgment ! Yours is theirs. 
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I 

Absolve my brother's fame^ and save your own ; — 
Or doom, and deign to make your reasons known !" 

* Derby, were fame a favour kings create, 

To make a thousand foes for one ingrate, 

Were innocence an office, virtues ranks, 

My grace should distance — prayers as far — as thanks ; 

Though Stanley's merit had come short of both. 

And though — but that depends on Clifford's oath — 

If false, your brother's fame remains secure ; 

If true, yourself could scarce pronounce him pure. 

But — true or false — in vain would I have tried ; 

God and his country can alone decide. 

Stanley, if innocent, in them may trust. 

By me — his guilt no further is discussed. 

Mean while, he tarries, till their will be known. 

Condemned by no man — save himself alone.' 

" And you, if self-deceived, deceive not us. 

Is guilt a question none may here discuss ? 

God and his country must of that inquire ? — 

Ah, fatal phrases ! Mercy ! mercy ! Sire. 

All else is past, but mercy never rests 

On what a lawyer rules, or spy attests : 

'Tis yours, by none usurped, to none assigned ; 

It knows no stint, no statute, but your mind ; 

Costs you but breath, yet more endows that mouth. 

Than all spring teems with from the golden south. 
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Kings — else — were men, and power of mortal leaven : 

'Tis mercy makes vicegereney of Heaven. 

Thieves pillage, pirates war, assassins slay, 

Suborners charge, false witnesses betray, 

Base juries render, servile judges doom, 

Hangmen behead, hyenas disentomb : — 

But — mercy — even from death a victory wrings ! 

And — pardon — is parole for God and Kings. 

For this to Him in heaven we bow the knee ; 

And this — on earth — God delegates to thee. 

He heai*s our prayers : your own invoke him thus : 

Oh ! as you would be answered, answer us. 



" Think— when in Bosworth's field you lay ensnared, 
Between two camps, with followers half prepared, 
Few, and strong only in their chief and cause, — 
Think — how my entrance raised your tent's applause. 
Think — with what cheer our promises were learned ; 
And think — ^what thanks^ what promise, you returned. 
Ours were fulfilled. Was ever sight or cry 
More wished, more welcome, to man's ear and eye. 
Than his to thine^ who galloped through the flanks. 
And hurled a thousand spears on Richard's ranks ? 
When yours were broke, your banner beaten down, 
And Stanley came— like Christ — to save and crown. 
Your thanks surpassed all promise, all desert. 
Do not retract them ! Sire, do not invert ! 
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What ! render ill— the most e'en monarchs can, 
For good — the most man ever rendered man ? 
What, take the life he perilled for your own ? 
Withhold a grave from whom you gained a throne ? 
And give the fate he challenged in your room ? 
And spared you — aye, by Heaven! spared you a 
traitor's doom. 



" Why, grant Holt's tattle true ! Are you so hurt. 
That one vague whisper cancels all desert ? 
Crime seems atoned by criminals — amerced ; 
Forgiven — their past obligement seems reversed. 
Then seize the chance — acquittal may forbid. 
Before it do, what Edward after did. 
Relume that majesty, which frowns eclipse, 
And give your hand and heart to Stanley's lips. 
If he — whose arm bestowed — the crown — would lift; 
Prove your own soul as generous as his gift ! 
'Twas chance alike— to find it, or inherit: 
To wear it like a king — is all the merit. 
Show worth to wield, what fortune might impart ! 
He found the monarch's symbol ; find the heart ! 
Be just, be frank, forgiving, and benign ! 
The world will own your title — right divine. 
Warwick could spare ; nor Margaret always kill ; 
The sons of York would threat, and not fulfil : 
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E'en Gloster staunched my blood, when half was run ; 
Nor though I marched for Richmond, hanged my son : 
Oh, for his ear — ^to stoop— where mercy lures. 
Or Clifford's slanderous tongue— to wheedle yours ! 



" Come then, since only notes like his can touch, 
Hear, what your memory shall sustain from such, 
When future ages hold their grand assize ; 
That stem tribunal — kings may not despise. 
Hard-hearted, vain, unanswerable, and proud. 
That — shall detect — and tell — each secret loud ; 
Arraign his life, who filled the loftiest tomb ; 
Of him, who wanted one, rejudge the doom ; 
Stanley's, and your's. — Ah ! how rejudge you. Sire ? 
Truth — none can then discern — nor will inquire : 
They will not ask of innocence or guilt ; 
But — why was blood inexorably spilt ? 
Then, then some Clifford, pleased to shame the throne, 
And image kings with conscience like his own. 
Shall hint of service monarchs find unmeet 
To owe or pay, and glimmerings of escheat,— 
False, false! but who shall plead your cause with them. 
On proofs they doubt, and statutes they contemn ? 



" Guard now your ear from such a slanderer's rage. 
And guard your fame through every future age ! 
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Exchange not friendship for distrust and doubt ! 
Subdue those passions ! cast the devils out ! 
'Tis theirs — to dark the bosom where they dwell, 
As death to others, to itself as hell ; 
Till all, that should have soothed, shall serve to wound 
The aisles you vault, the charities you found. 
The future sleep you court, the cup you quaff. 
Your mother's blessing, and your children's laugh. 



" Let this request — the last I make — be heard ! 

Or — if too freely, or in vain, preferred. 

Where Gloster's yeomen faultered — yours may smite 

Let Stanley's scars reproach you — mine invite. 

I have in England made too long sojourn : 

Or— long enough, in England's courts, to learn — 

By prints of inward more than outward tread — 

All — who here enter — bring the King their head ; 

And wait within, as prince and people judge. 

To die their victim, or to live their drudge. 

This — has each reign, by dread examples, shown : 

Are more required ? add Stanley's and my own ! 

Sire, make my brother's suit and sentence mine ! 

Both shared in Bosworth's danger, and design : 

Let both together share its final thanks. 

If 'twas for this we burst through Richard's ranks. 

And you on friends and kindred lift your axe, — 

I deem him happiest — whom it first attacks." 
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* Derby, that justice' — 

« Mercy ! Sire !"— 

* Be dumb ! 
Thou hast had audience ; and my turn is come. 
That justice moves me less than mercy moves, 
If — ^nor my conduct past — nor nature — proves. 
Add this. Lord Derby, I now pardon thee. 
And — if the meeds, that gild thy brow and knee. 
Match not thy merit, dictate some increase ! 
Which I may gi*ant, and after sleep in peace. 
But think not — kings may own, or subjects cite, 
Obligement adverse to their rank and right. 
Had Stanley given me all that Bosworth gave. 
He made me there— his Sovereign — not his slave. 
Had Stanley saved me, and with empire clothed. 
And crown and life were rather loved than loathed, 
Think not — I would hold either reft of dues, 
For him to question, while I feared to use ; 
For him — to plot against my life or state, 
And I not punish, lest you cry — ingrate. 
Better have borne at Bosworth all I dared, 
And swelled the slaughter Richard made and shared ; 
Better — had Stanley brought still tardier powers, 
Or cheered their charge, from Richard's flank, to ours ; 
Than win a crown — to watch a vassal's nod. 
No. I am master here, and hold of God. 

p2 
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No man bestowed my crown. 'Twas God's own gift. 
Which— woe the rebel ! — that conspires to lift. 



' But truce to questions — whence the crown was won ! 

I have it| and will hold, till life be done. 

The realm shall reverence — while I wear — its wreath. 

I have it^ will adorn, and would bequeath. 

And leave such traces of my path on earth, 

Such monuments of wisdom, wealth, and worth, 

All generations hence shall laud my fame. 

But should some prove malign enough — to name 

That monsti*ous slander, thou hast dared surmise, — 

God is my judge, and Heaven's my grand asgize. 

He only knows this bosom. Couldst thou read, 

As thou hast wrung, hast rent it, thine would bleed : 

For oh ! rebellion feeds an inmate there, 

Dread — as a fiend — to exorcise, or bear. 

What truth have oaths ? What safety has the Tower ? 

Ah — wretch, who climbs the precipice of power ! 

He severs from the world he would comprise. 

And mounts — ^beyond the sphere of human ties. 

Thunders above, a gulf beneath, his throne ; — 

Cold, barren, giddy, desolate and lone ; — 

(On Snowdon's summit as an eagle bides, 

Mid frost and storm, where nothing stirs besides :)— 

Him — far from truth to counsel, love to cheer. 

With nought to hope, and everything to fear. 
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Arraigned by all, by no man understood, 
Blamed for each ill, unthanked for any good, — 
Fools envy, sages shun, fanatics curse. 
Wits mock, the mad assassinate, and — worse — 
Faction, which has for rivals raised the dead. 
Would wake for such his cradle, part his bed. 
Would tempt his mother, should they lose his wife, 
And arm his sons against their father's life. 

^ Such is the mission kings must bear, and brave ; 
And such the height — they fall from — to their grave. 
Such have I challenged, and will brave and bear. 
Beware ! — who climbs to pluck me down — beware ! 
I have an arm — that ruins — where it falls. 
And eyes and ears, where traitors deem but walls. 
Let each, who plots, discredit his compeer ; 
And all, who cannot love me, learn to fear ! 

' For him, whose service thou hast urged for grace. 
Plea — diflferent far from all he deigned embrace, 
Need I repeat, he is not yet convict. 
Thou mayst affront him, dost — methinks — afflict. 
By prayer for mercy, ere he needs — or kneels. 
His innocence may spare him such appeals. 
But, for that purpose, should my Lords decide 
Such ordeal meet, he must and shall be tried. 
Then — let him use the interval to come. 
In studying arts to strike a perjurer dumb ; 
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And turn some rhetoric, or a statute wrench, 

To wheedle jurors, or confound the bench. 

Or — failing there, he knows, and thou hast said, 

Where mercy rests : with us — to save his head. 

With Heaven — his spirit. Let me now depart ! 

The day's events are rankling in my heart. 

Like wounds obscure, whose fathom needs a probe. 

Needs solitude and silence. Quit my robe ! 

I would go meditate on your advice. 

May I ? Or must I smite that table thrice V 



Sharp — as the warning crash — ere ruins fall. 
His last tones trembled through the hearts of all ; 
With flashing eye, curved lip, and arm in air. 
Derby shrunk back, and shuddered, in despair. 
The King stalked forth, and passed the door— alone. 
Without — arms sounded, and a guard was shown. 
Then Rice Ap-Thomas rose, by Stanley sped, 
And whispered Derby, raised, and outward led ; 
With brightening brow he wiped the tears that fell. 
And cried — * Cheer, brother ! all shall yet be well.' 
Few words required that council to decide — 
The charge so grave, e'en Stanley should be tried ; 
And, in arrest, till trial, be confined. 
The King's Lieutenant called ; the warrant signed ; 
The chain of office ta'en from Stanley's breast; 
His sword surrendered up — with sighs supprest j 
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Forth went the prisoner — compassed with a guard, 
Down the broad stairs, through menials in the yard, 
Through massive walls, that flanked the quadrate tower. 
And reached, and rested in, a grated bower. 
Within — all care to soothe him was bestowed, 
All care — without — to keep his safe abode. 

A new moon waned, ere— robed in sanguine pall — 
The coif-crowned sages sought St. Edward's Hall. 
Whose bowery vault in Gothic shades is lost ; 
Whence angels stoop — on pendant beams embossed : 
Broad lancets — mullioned — grace the lengthening 

flanks, 
And rear their canopies in adverse ranks ; 
Beneath, a cornice — carved grotesquely — frowns : 
Dim dormars gem the roof, a lantern crowns ; 
And bright each gable's traceiy glows with dyes. 
O'er low-browed doors where giant windows rise. 
Oh, arches, arches, worn with sighs of years ! 
Ye stones, aye reeking with a kingdom's tears ! 
Statues, whose scowl would ancient wrong arraign ! 
And hovering seraphs, oft adjured in vain ! 
Have ye not voice, can midnight's march o'erawe. 
Revoke time's pageants, and reverse their law ? 
A voice, Thames echoes, and the Tower returns ; 
St. Peter's aisle rejoins through all its urns ; 
Pale sceptered shadows burst their brazen tomb. 
And shrouds of ages haunt this hall of doom. 
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A gibbering host, accusers and accused, 
With hate confronting, and with shame confused, — 
Thick, as autumnal leaves, or wintry snows — 
That drift through ruins when the night-wind lows, 
Or death-head moths that pale in darkness swarm. 
Or fire-flies sparkling where dim eve is warm, — 
They throng a bar — ^where spectres sit sublime, 
Rejudging each — as truth attests the crime, — 
Where right thrusts forward, guilt detected quails. 
And justice wields the visionary scales, — 
While penance marshals through the midst a guard. 
To where a cloudlike scaffold darks the yard, — 
Where phantoms plant the block, the pall recast. 
Thumb the bright edge, and make its toilet last. 
When tyrants reach the stair their innocent victims pas 

But — different forms now thronged the opening gate 
Where Dudley, and his brethren, passed in state. 
In ti*ain-bome scarlet — each — with ermine furred. 
Pleas of the crown beneath their bench were heard : 
And Stanley, brought by water, stood arraigned. 
A guard enclosed him, and a staff sustained. 
The Tower's great axe, humanely turned— as wont- 
Edge outward from his throat, was borne in front. 
His cheek had paled ; his hand uplifted shook : 
Else — stem his bearing, and elate the look. 
Where towered his spirit — ^like a flag unfurled — 
Submiss to Heaven, but loftier than the world. 
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Not guilty, was his plea, with scornful voice ; 
Trial by country — listlessly his choice : 
Thence — bent to hear — he uttered scarce a word. 
Till, when grave counsel for the King were heard. 
And proofs, deposed by Clifford, read alound, — 
Asked for defence — the prisoner slightly bowed. 
And coldly said — he haply could have found. 
Were Clifford there, some question to propound. 
But, as it was, to argue — or complain — 
Would give himself and them — superfluous pain. 
Then, verdict rendered — Guilty — as accused, 
And given the doom, which is in treason used. 
The axe was turned — edge inward — toward his throat ; 
And he with guards marched after to the boat ; 
Borne down the river, through the Traitor's Gate, 
Barred in the quadrate tower, and left — to fate. 
For since confined all intercourse had ceased. 
By his strict charge, with any-save a priest. 



Three suns sunk on him, and a fourth arose. — 
When reeves of London came, with bills and bows. 
With crape-bound banners, horns of muffled breath, 
Low wailing fifes, and drums intoning death : 
And showed the manual sign, and writ of fate. 
Demanding Stanley, at the western gate. 
Him the Lieutenant of the Tower had warned ; 
And soon led forth :— in raiment unadorned. 
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Yet choice : — a cloak of sables hung behind ; 
Before a tippet screened him from the wind ; 
Else— had his linen^ folded and unclosed 
O'er a black doublet, left his neck exposed. 
Firm WM his step ; his face -too grave to vaunt, 
But beaming thought — ^which never death could daunt. 
One hand a priest sustained— in surplice white ; 
A crucifix of ivory filled his right ; 
O'er this his head was penitently bowed, 
With eyes, that ever shunned the gazing crowd. 
The word was given. The funeral march began. 
Bills closed the rear, and archers led the van. 
Their trampling footsteps smote the hollow ground. 
A towering belfry heaved its burial sound. 
While peals— at moments — rolled for parting life, 
From brazen drums with lengthening horn and fife.* 
Sighs intervened. All other sounds were still. 
The dread procession reached and climbed the hill. 
Above whose crest a scaffold darkly frowned. 
Clothed — as a bier, elate, and railed around. 
Headsmen aloft stood ready for their task ; 
Each with bare arms, each covered with a mask. 
A block — mid saw-dust — for repose was laid. 
And — what should seal repose— a glistening blade. 



The barrier past, the steps already prest, — 

A cry ! — 'Twas nothing. Hark ! — another ! — Rest ! 
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'Tis clear. Ho ! pardon ! All have caught the word ; 
E'en Stanley's cheeks confess his heart has heard. 
Yes, just ere mounting — sudden sounds broke out, 
From distant throngs, and swelling spread a shout, 
Whose words were echoed to the inmost ring — 

* Ho ! pardon, pardon comes ! God save the King !' 
And one was seen, who bore the royal will. 

To gallop from the Tower, and gain the hill. 

The sheriffs staid. The cheering crowds recede. 

' Now speed thee, horseman !' On he comes with 

speed. 
But ah ! why silent frowns he — hastening by ? 
Why should his beckoning hand restrain their cry ? 
That cry fell fainter —ere he touched the ground ; 
And soon came mingled with a diflferent sound. 
He only brought the King's command— and spoke— 

* To have no long discourse addressed the folk.' 
Stanley replied — tears tracing either cheek — 
His business was to suffer, not to speak ; 

" And tell his grace, so please him, for the rest, 
Whate'er I have to say — shall be to Heaven addrest." 
Then with indignant step he climbed the stair ; 
Knelt with his priest— a little space — for prayer ; 
Rose ; laid aside his cloak, and furry stock : 
Eyed the masked headsmen ; and drew near the block. 
But stopped — half startled ; and again surveyed 
The lesser of the twain, who raised the blade. 
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Whose vizor shifting, as he bowed, exposed — 
What Stanle/s eyes glanced heavenward from, and 

closed. 
To ope no more. Whose'er the fece then shown. 
He only saw, nor noticed — else, if known. 
But handed linen — o'er his brow to fold. 
Which done ; and pardon given ; and offered gold ; — 
Though he, whose blade now flickered in the breeze, 
Asked no forgiveness, and repulsed the fees ; — 
Stanley knelt down, prayed, crossed him, and anon 
Bent to the block, and stretched his neck thereon. 
Twice sunk the axe, twice sounded, as withstood 
By flesh the first — the second time — by wood. 
When, raising what was lopped, with torrents red. 
The hangman cried — '^ Behold a traitor's head !" 
Its features changed — it gnashed— as conscious what 

was said. 



Augustine friars, whose bells were tolling near, 
Came forth, in hoods, with tapers, and a bier. 
Raised Stanley's trunk and head, together wound. 
Palled them above, and sprinkled water round. 
And bore both off; low chanting — as they trod. 
The Miserere hymn—' Have mercy, God!* 
Till, at their chapel, pealed — in loftier voice — 
* The bones, which have been humbled, shall rejoice.' 
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Within these lay, there coffined and composed, 
Till silence hushed the day, and darkness closed. 
Then, monks resumed the bier, and sought the shore. 
A barge received them there, and upward bore. 
Far moaned the floods ; the heavens were hung with 

black ; 
No breeze disturbed, nor star illumed, the track : 
But yellowy lights gleamed o'er the barge's side ; 
A measured plash of rowers swept the tide ; 
And chanters' voices rose — in long accord — 
* Out of the depths I cried to the Lord.' 



Silent and swift they shunned the king's abode : 
Beyond — from reach to reach — the anthem flowed. 
Saint Austin's spires, at Sion, caught the sound : 
With lamps they answered, and with gates unbound. 
A deep bell — ^muffled — thrilled the midnight air. 
The white robed prior, and brethren, cloistered there. 
Forth issuing to the stream, in double rank, 
Received the barge and burthen, on the bank. 
Thence, in procession, through the shades of night, 
With pall high borne, and every hallowed rite — 
Of psalm, and knell, and crucifix, and torch. 
Led on the funeral, toward their chapel's porch ; 
Pierced its low arch, and sweeping up the nave. 
Filed off, where — mid the pavement — yawned a grave. 
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Sands heaped the right, its left received the bier. 
Pale gleams danced round — mid shadows deep and 

drear, 
Far arches teemed with more than natural gloom, 
And half-lit statues startled from their tomb. 



From stalls, and galleries veiled, the dirge arose. 
Low mass was offered for his soul's repose. 
The grave was sprinkled ; blessings were implored ; 
Raised from the bier — the coffin — deep was lowered ; 
The grating cords drawn up ; the rattling earth re- 
stored ; 
The flags closed over. " There he rests in peace : 
May light shine on him — never more to cease !" 
(Anthems to hymns responded.) " Hear our voice ! 
The bones, which have been broken, shall rejoice. 
His grave on earth, his soul in heaven, be blest : 
And Christ, who called him, grant eternal rest ! 
Good angels, bear our brother up the sky : 
And, martyrs, hail him from the gates on high ! 
His soul, and all the faithful's, rest in peace, 
And light beam round them — never more to cease !" 



TRIAL OF 



MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 



TRIAL OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 



' Wherefore, Lord Treasurer, are we honoured thus? 
Whst means this pageant, most unused to us ? 
3o long neglected, and forgot — we said. 
Why are we summoned now to scenes so dread ? 
Either what brings these many sage and high ? 
[s some one dead ? Or is some one to die ? 
STon ermined gowns, what is it they import, 
l¥ith signs of justice, or with forms of court? 
VIethinks — I recognize those sanguine stains. 
Were not your garments dyed from Norfolk's veins ? 
Oh, Howard, noblest House of honour's line, 
i^hat hast thou not endured for me and mine !) 
IVhom next, whom seek ye of my household, tell ! 
Who serves his Sovereign, or his God, too well ? 
I!ome you for me ? Oh, welcome ! When you will, 
Phe wretch, you should not first have buried, kill ! 
LiO, there your axe, and here my neck ! Be brief! 
Sut dared ye hope to try me — ^like a thief? 

Q 
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Am I so fallen ? If vengeance crave my head, 
Or England's avarice grudge my daily bread, 
Am I so impotent of heart and wit, 
You thought these means of riddance only fit. 
These only means, with which 'tis mine to cope, 
A lawyer's meshes, and a hangman's rope ? 
No. One, one crime I never shall commit : 
Try me for one, and instantly acquit ! 
One — worse than treason to my blood, and birth, 
To Scotland's crown, and every crown on earth. 
Why — ^what are these — on benches high arrayed. 
Who know me not, or knowing would degrade ? 
Heralds ! proclaim my title, and commands ! 
For strangers sit — while God's anointed stands. 
Yet here are thrones : one bearing England's crest. 
And one for me, old Scotland's arms attest. 
We take our state. In us— behold, and own, 
Your sovereign's cousin, heiress of her throne. 
The dowager of Gaul's — by marriage knots, 
By birth— the Guise, and Stewart, Mary Queen 

Scots ! 
Now, who are you ? If subjects, rise and bend ! 
If kings, your rights, attacked in me, defend ! 
For know ! — ^Alas ! they know me, all too well, 
A prisoner in the realm, whose annals tell — 
How brief and prone the space, that intervenes 
From prison to the grave of kings and queens. 
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Weak woman, cease ! 'Tis time to cast aside 

These vain pretensions. Down, come down, my pride ! 



" Lo, like an outlaw, as I am, I stand 
Behind this barrier, and hold up my hand ! 
Whose forest have I poached, whose pocket pilled, 
Bewitched whose cattle, that I must be killed ? 
I have no Abbey's land, no gold to let — 
Nor blood, save Tudor's, of Plautagenet. 
What ! have I given a starving priest relief? 
Or — beggar— told too sturdily my grief? 
Communed with gipsies, — or a farthing clipped, — 
Or mourned schism sceptred ? Can I not be whipped ? 
Or is this cross a forfeit death must scourge ? 
Or hither has law martial drummed my dirge ? 
Why come these councillors of England's crown. 
Peers, judges, Serjeants, doctors, why come down. 
With book and brief to drive a deadly suit. 
And snare with questions, and, if not confute, 
O'erreach with learning, or with words outtalk. 
One friendless woman, who can scarcely walk ? 
Could neither wrongs excuse her, rank exempt. 
Nor woes find pity, nor old age contempt ? 
God ! England's Queen, for me, her cousin, chose 
Guest-chambers in a jail, and grudged me those ! 
She promised succour, she demands my head ! 
Entombed me quick, to disentomb me dead ! 

q2 
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Hear, say ye, first ? I must :— and after bear. 
Your pleasure ? Read it ! May I have a chair?" 

But, after charges read and proofs preferred. 

When the crown lawyers had at length been heard ; 

Gawdy, and Egerton, with learning stored, 

And Popham grave, and Doctors Dale, and Ford;— 

While she protested still, but still in vain — 

God crowned her Queen, and man could not arraign !^ 

A gownman rose, and bade her — ^now commence, 

If she could answer, or would make defence. 

" In me, a stranger to your land and laws, — 
My papers seized, no counsel for my cause, — 
Lest silence seem acknowledgment of crime, — 
Though words perhaps were only waste of time. 
Beneath my birthright, and above my fate. 
And may be thought irreverent to your state ; — 
(For wrongs can ill in courtly phrase be told, 
And truth is coarse, and sorrow proud and bold;) 
Yet,— since you charge me, and afiPect to try. 
Me, who owe none account, except on high ; 
Since you dare claim a Sovereign for your Peer, — 
My Masters, hear ! and judge of what you hear. 
Not —by those laws, whose sanction I disdain. 
Distrust their jargon and detest chicane ; 
Not— by that statute, passed my life to snare. 
Degrade my kingdom, and insult my heir ; 
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Not— English rules of evidence or treason, — 
But by the eternal laws of God and reason. 
Each local feeling from your souls extirp, 
And lift them to the height ye dare usurp ! 
To weigh the plea — a monarch deigns expose, 
In reckless terms, and ruthless— as her foes, 
Sharp — as their wrong, and bitter — as its woes. 

" I passed your borders— as a bidden guest; 
With you, while aid was oflPered, fond to rest ; 
Fain to depart, when ofiPers were abjured, 
I claimed safe conduct, — and was here immured ! 
Walled up for life — I studied to escape. 
An end — would warrant means in every shape. 
To England's throne was my allegiance due ? 
I sought escape. So much, if guilt, is true. 
But that I moved her kingdom to rebel — 
As she did mine — is false : and false as hell 
That I hired homicides for England's Queen, 
As she for Scotland's hired — who here convene. 
Whence am I charged ? By two corrupted scribes ! 
Curie — duped by Naw, and Naw — seduced by bribes. 
Against their Liege shall servants be received ? 
Shall traitors — ^perjured — be again believed ? 
What sanction can they give, what God invoke, 
What oath, they have not sworn to me, and broke ? 
But why, why screen them with a written tale, 
That cannot blush, prevaricate, or quail ? 
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Produce them here ! Confront them each with us ! 
They can not, dare not, sport with perjury thus. 
Bring Naw before me, if he has the heart ! 
I would see Curie, would question him apart ; 
Would prove— if each confirm the other's oath, 
Or cither's variance contradict them both. 
Apart, Curie's lips shall give the lie to Naw's, 
Or both their tongues cleave speechless to their jaws. 

" But, whom no oaths convince, these letters might. 
They prove — They prove how Walsingham can write. 
Sir, I am told so, but sit down ! that crime, 
If true, need not torment you ere your time ; 
If false, sit down, and learn to doubt the lies 
You hear of others, and distrust these spies ! 
Spies have abused your ignorance of the trade, 
And forged it — coarsely — for the price you paid. 
But, grant Curie wrote it ! am I thence ensnared ? 
Curie always wrote from dictates Naw prepared, 
And Naw could dictate words I ne'er exprest. 
How safe — they vouch their mistress's behest ! 
For-if or right or rank protected me, 
Obedience to a Queen should stand their plea : 
If rank and right to regicide gave place. 
Betrayal of a Queen should earn your grace. 

" But Babington and Ballard have confest : — 
Where are they ? Dead : —Alas ! But scrolls attest : — 
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What ? That they plotted death for England's Queen ? 

If wrongs so maddened them — 'tis yours to ween. 

I cannot answer — what enthusiasts plot ; 

But I protest to God— I knew it not. 

I cannot answer — what your racks may wrest 

From feeble souls, but I to God protest — 

Knaves — they deceive, or — dupes — have been de- 
ceived. 

Show me — what proof — what token — they believed ! 

Heai'd they my voice ? Call Paulet ! Paulet ! state, 

When passed they inward, or I out that gate ? 

But they had letters? Whence? From Curie and 
Naw? 

I never signed them, never heard, nor saw. 

Have Curie and Naw borne witness to my sign ? 

Why— God have mercy on their souls, and mine. 

Yet bring them hither ! bring them — perjurers each. 

To brook the question of their victim's speech ; 

Show me their faces, and show mine to them ! 

These lips shall rack them, and their own condemn. 



" But— here was Gawdy vehement to rail. 
Here Popham long, and loud the voice of Dale, 
Because— by letters, you produce, 'tis seen — 
That Cardinal Allen styles me — England's Queen. 
If Cardinal Allen wrote the words ye read, 
Trapan the Cardinal, and chop off his head ! 
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Though far-penned letters had usurped that style. 

Is mine, who but receive them, mine the guile? 

Receive ? you intercepted them, you say ; 

I ne'er received, nor saw them, till to-day. 

Had I, — are titles cause of war or death ? 

If with all else, with thee, Elizabeth ? 

Ah ! against whose should more complaint be heard? 

Whose flaunt — in pride and outrage — ^more absurd? 

What ! with her letters spread beneath your eyes. 

On mine, or Allen's raise these wolfish cries ! 

Read your commission ! What does that declare? 

Has shame expunged, or pride repeated there, 

England's vain style — Defender of the creed, 

And Queen of France, and Queen of Scotland? — 

Read! 
Such, such the reasoning on that river's brink. 
Where, when the wolf and lamb came down to drink, 
To make a slaughter just, the prowler cried — 
Thy feet disturb the stream ! his prey replied — 
The stream is turbid, but its sands decline 
From thy feet hither, not to thee from mine. 

" Your charges else — to truth showed some pretence, 
Or showed at least some possible oflence ; 
But one — for insult only seemed designed. 
To shame my fortune, and contemn my mind. 
Nay, Leicester, cease thy deference to protest ! 
Nor Beale begin J you doubtless love me best : 
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For Beale — ^'tis said — ^would lodge me here for life, 
And Leicester cherish — kindlier than a wife. 
If all respect, then hear me ! You complain — 
I, I have aliened England's crown to Spain. 
'Twere weak to ask — what madness I have done. 
To show for Spain this preference o'er my son ; 
Or ask — what folly Phillip has betrayed. 
To seek that useless gift, could I have made; 
(Phillip, whose fleets but need the wind's consent ; 
Which neither — I can speed — nor you prevent ;) — 
'Twere weak to ask — can Queens depose their heir ; 
For England's may — it seems — do more, or dare : 
But — ^was it, tell, for pleasantry, for sport. 
You come down hither, call yourselves a court, 
And, passing fortressed walls and towery gates. 
Here, in a chamber dark and damp with grates. 
Arraign, for aliening another's throne, 
This palsied wretch, who could not keep her own ? 
'Twas but to taunt, insult, me with the loss. 
You wrote and nail that title to my cross. 
You wished no answer, nor is any due. 
Save once, for all, for ever — 'tis not true. 



" I wrong my rank and innocence thus far. 
In answering — such a crime — at such a bar. 
To spare your souls the blot ye vainly mean 
To sink in mine, the murder of a Queen. 
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But I— once more — disown you and deny. 
You cannot judge me, and you shall not try. 
Record — or not — my protest ! they, who look 
On us from Heaven, will write it in their book. 
What, plead ! where some at once accuse and judge : 
Plead ! where so many bear my life a grudge : 
Where Kent and Leicester thirst my blood to taste. 
As harts pant after fountains in the waste. 
Though my limbs bend, no injuries endured 
Have broke or bowed my spirit, rest assured ! 
Bonds chain my feet,-my tongue is unconfined: 
You have no walls shall circumscribe my mind. 
Nor you, nor she who packed you, and who fee'd. 
Can try a monarch, and I will not plead. 



" Your laws bind all in England — you reply ; 
And one you have, by which I ought to die : — 
Passed when ? Before, without request, I came ? 
Or staid, without restraint ? For shame ! for shame ! 
But Popham said — obedience was expected, 
By England's laws, from all those laws protected, 
And I : — But there he stammered as he spake, 
And shrunk — as one whose footstep pressed a snake. 
Protected ! Yes, these walls attest the cause — 
Attest, oh God ! what thanks I owe your laws. 
Your laws, which pledged me refuge— and betrayed ; 
Laws, which decoyed, ensnared me, and have made 
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A prisoner — nineteen years, a cripple— seven ; 
Debarred the light, the sacraments, of Heaven ; 
From friends divided me, with spies beguiled ; 
Forbade all letters — from my kin, and child ; 
With fears of poison mixed my daily bread. 
With dreams of slaughter nightly shook my bed, 
With premature old age defaced my bloom. 
And now demand my head, proscribe my tomb, 
Assassinate my fame, and would my spirit doom. 



" To others cite — in coifs and garments furred — 

Your books and laws ! As though I never heard 

The base subservience of the bench ye fill. 

That fines — who will not hang, and packs — who will : 

Nor heard the reason, bruited wide and far. 

The Tudor gave, who made you what ye are, — 

The laws — said he — shall rule my realm, because 

I rule the lawyers, and they rule the laws. 

Since when, — the bloodshed, erst in darkness done, 

Now graced with pageants that affront the sun, — 

What guiltless martyr to the craft of state, 

What victim to your sovereign's lust or hate. 

What nobleman's — what woman's blood — what 

queen's. 
Has been unjustly shed, without your means ? 
Unless ye still avouch Anne Bullen's death ; 
And bastard still her child— Elizabeth ; 
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Or tell me, when her father's lust devoured 
The bloom of Seymour, or the blood of Howard ; 
When Salisbury's countess round the scaffold fled. 
And hangmen hacked her grey dishevelled head ; 
When Buckingham's, when Courtenay's, tumbled 

prone. 
When Surrey's shocked all countries but his own ; 
When he, who ruled the throne which Edward filled 
When Hertford, had a brother to be killed ; 
Or when that fallen protector vainly knelt, 
To deprecate the vengeance Dudley dealt ; 
When Dudley's turn was come to kneel as well. 
And Lady Jane, his dupe and victim, fell ; — 
Say, what assassin was there found — less nice. 
What thief proposed a more secure device. 
What poisoner offered — for so vile a price ? 



" Your laws are just, and ye humane : — I know it. 

Keep to yourselves — I only ask ; and show it — 

In hunting Jesuits to the block or rope, 

Who own her — Queen, but will not own her — Pope. 

Scourge whom the convent's spoil of bread has reft. 

And hang your beggars for a shilling's theft ! 

But kings are not your peers, good men;-— take heed 

You shall not judge me, and I will not plead. 

And now if, as ye whisper, Sii*s, or Lords, 

Your books be such, get ready with your cords. 
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Go, get the weights, and — ^lashing to the floor — 
Lay on — me — all I can endure — and more, 
And set — in reach — the stint of sordid bread, 
And stagnant water — from its nearest bed, — 
And till I plead — or die— observe me there. 
And learn how much a woman's breast can bear ! 
You heap upon your own a heavier weight : 
Aye, more than man can bear, or any Church abate. 



" But I forget my place : — As he, who chid 
The high-bom Hatton, shows — he never did. 
I know not where I am — ^you mean :— I do ; — 
And would — these lords as well remembered — who. 
Once more I cry, lest any should forget, 
I have been Queen of Scotland ! nay — am yet ! — 
In right, if not in fact. Ah I—man may slight. 
But who knows— Heaven will not regard, the right. 
Beware ! I warn you, on your souls, beware, 
Whose head ye claim, and how ye sentence there. 
Lest some on high observe you — and condemn : 
For Scotland's rightful Queen appeals to them. 
Yet — what am I — in fact? I crave your grace. 
Lord Chamberlain, I did forget my place ; 
Forget — I, here, am only England's guest ; 
Here, all my wretched kingdom is — my breast. 
Here, only wrongs acknowledge me their Queen, 
My sceptre here — the crutch on which I lean, 
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My crown — these locks with pearls of sorrow decked, 

And tears alone my subjects, vainly checked. 

I did forget— no rights can here avail — 

A lone old exile in an English jail ; 

I did forget — how dangerous is the course — 

To claim a monarch's right, and lack the force. 

But— think ye — will this jail's, or island's girth 

Confine these deeds ? Is England all the earth ? 

All you may fear, as haply all you love ? 

Europe bends round you, and God's heaven — above ! 






" You come for justice :— Said ye so indeed? 

Then well you're come, and not before I need. 

Remove those swords ! I put you to the proof. 

We tax too long this hospitable roof: 

Go, lift the barriers, which departure fence ! 

Unlock yon gate ! The Queen of Scots would hence. 

In nature's common rights she claims her share ; 

Claims— nineteen years denied her— light and air. 

No. Still the castle's gates are fast and hard. f^ 

Even as the passage to your hearts is barred. 

Perhaps I pitch too high a suitor's words. 

Justice is proud. Most dread and mighty Lords, 

To you if this rare attribute belongs. 

Justice ! oh justice ! for a widow's wrongs. 

A neighbour — Heaven, forgive ! when she repents. 

With fairest offers, but as foul intents. 
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Enticed— and having caught within her power — 
Locked — me, alive, in this sepulchral tower ; 
And made the walls so high, the bars so stout. 
O'er gate and lattice, I can not get out ; — 
And hark ! keeps guards below, who hourly tell- 
As if to mock my misery — All is well ! 
But, since you come for justice, mighty Lords, 
Some postern ope ! some passage through their swords ! 
Clad as we are— dismiss — these maids and me. 
To foot our way through England to the sea. 
So, barred in less inexorable cells. 
Than England's law foretastes, and church foretells. 
When you from purgatorial depths implore. 
Saints, whom ye doubted, shall lift up the door. 
What ! am I mocked ? Ah, no ! you could not mock : 
The castle's gates — methinks — you will unlock. 
And, God reward you ! set the prisoner free, — 
For is not that — that axe — your master-key ? 



" Why more ? my sentence was prescribed ere now. 
I read its terms in Burleigh's lowering brow : 
Kent strains his muttering lips, and Bromley nods, 
And Leicester's rage is invocating God's. 
Some seek a victim for their Sovereign's throne. 
Some for their churches safety, some their own j 
And all are weary of a voice, whose prayers 
Few wish to grant, and none, that wishes, dares. 
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'^ Then, in Gk>d'8 name, if rank be no defence, 

Nor age, nor sex, nor kin, nor innocence ; 

If all my sufferings past too few appear, 

Disease too slow, imprisonment too dear, 

Proceed ! and turn your axe against my neck ! 

These forms but edge the blade they seem to check. 

Were you not sent to give it scope and sweep ? 

Why vex me longer, till I rave, or weep ? 

The blood of kings has oft your country dyed, 

And law been vouched, made for it, or defied : 

Behold ! the heir, and martyr for the creed. 

By which your sires were saved or damned: — proceed! 

Dispatch my warrant for the world to come ; 

Compute my days, and let me know their sum. 

This mockery wearies me. Read out my doom ! 

The barbarous rite of death without a tomb. 

The cleaver's office, and the fire's, and block's, 

And o'er what gates — Ah, Ejiox ! apostate Knox ! 

The self-same end thy insult dared foretell ! 

By whether grace of heaven or guile of hell. 

These funeral rites thou truly didst reveal : 

For here, here is my portion of Jesreel ; 

Here dogs or fowls must eat my flesh, I see ; 

And here there will be none to bury me. ^ 



" Thou ! whom I serve, the creed though Calvin spurn, 
And Knox its votaries ban, and England bum; 
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To thee if I — confessing each misdeed — 

Ne'er mentioned that, for which I now must bleed ; 

Hear ! for the mighty are convened — on me 

To lift their axes — as against a tree. 

My subjects have dethroned, allies abused, 

Neighbours immured me, servants have accused. 

My son forsaken, and the world betrayed : 

Foes with my friends a covenant have made, 

A league with death, aye made — ^their oaths pretend — 

A league with God against me, and defend 

My soul an housel, and my corpse a grave. 

Hear ! for thou art a virgin Queen, and save ! 

Oh, save my spirit from the ungodly's den, 

My darling from the dog ! Amen. Amen." 

She ceased, in tones by passion broke and weak, — 
And sat, with hands infolding either cheek. 
Silence ensued a space ; till Leicester rose to speak. 
He smote his bosom, bidding Heaven attest, 
AJnd lay the line and plummet to his breast, 
And judge, from justice should his judgment vary. 
Through hate, or anger, towards the Lady Mary, 
Whose cause had given all present deep distress: 
Nor should her words make his compassion less. 
For what had outraged him — he passed them by : 
Had man avouched them, man should have reply. 
Their source and sense alike were scarce discerned ; 
If mad — he pitied them, if sane — he spumed. 

R 



242 MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 

His deeds and counsels were not questioned here. 

* Yours, Lady, are : may yours be proved as dear. 

But ah, beware, on what you found defence ! 

No plea can serve you here, save innocence. 

Is God's your bar?— Gk>d gives you this on earth. 

Guilt levels all respect of sex, or birth. 

No woe can palliate guilt, no title screen. 

We judge for God, for England, and our Queen. 

< She, after long delays, with frequent tears, 

Urged by her Commons, counselled by her Peers, 

Who saw at stake, their Sovereign's life, their laws. 

Their liberties, and more, religion's cause; — 

The Queen, convinced — she wronged, by more denial, 

Or them, or you, gave orders for this trial : 

Gave, what concerned your interests to claim, 

Gave time and place — ^to vindicate your fame. 

For which — Heaven knows — all hopes are most sincere, 

Ours — to report, our Mistress's — to hear, 

You made your conscience clean of deadly blots'^ — 

" Then let me see her," — cried the Queen of Scots — 
" And I will make my conscience of them clean : 
And save — from deadlier blots — yourselves and Queen. 
Yes, ties of blood may yet assert their place. 
You make us foes — ^who should as friends embrace. 
I here demand to see her— face to face." 
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' If foes you be'— cried Leicester — ^ blame not us ! 
Guilt— only guilt — could separate you thus. 
If guiltless, Lady, as your words suppose, 
Why deem our Mistress, or ourselves, your foes ? 
For your demand, — before so often used. 
The Queen refuses, as she erst refused. 
She with suspicion was not bom to live ; 
Nor bred — to pardon all that priests forgive. 
She owns no kindred, where reproach abides. 
If blood unites you — blood no less divides. 
Of Damle/s blood those hands are yet unclean, 
And such may not embrace a virgin Queen.' 



" Of Darnle/s blood !" — She started from her throne. 

With arms uplift, enraged in look and tone — 

" These hands unclean — Peace, slanderer ! let me 

speak ! 
Did they reek with it, to the elbows reek, — 
Are the red palms of Leicester less beloved ? 
Or — when they meet his mistress — always gloved ? 
Peace ! for, now all I had to hope is past. 
And all I feared is come, I claim this last, 
This only right, your barbarous laws have left. 
To speak with freedomrr-ere my throat be cleft. 
What ! Since the Thames at horrible shadows quailed, 
Where Cromwell's, More's, and Fisher's, heads are 

nailed, 
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Has England streams — of blood-absolving gift ? 
To need no penance, sacrifice, or shrift ? 
Alas ! but I in sunless France was bred, 
Where men are brutish, and where mass is said, 
And youth inured to heart-depraving scenes. 
Of marriage ties dissolved by murderous means. 
And blood by hangmen shed from women and froi 

queens. 
I had no father who could preach or write — 
To mend my creed, or give examples bright — 
To spare the lifted axe, or— lifting, shun 
To cut the throat I kissed, or cut but one. 
What! Cranmer's mass — a grace, or Thames — 

flood. 
To wash the Tudor's house, or realm, of blood ? 
No ! not the sea ! which cries with angry roar. 
And beats, and spits its foam, against your shore. 
And shrinks in horror from a barbarous beach. 
Begirt with gibbets where your victims bleach. 
And you, 'tis you— abhor an homicide? 
Reform the faith, arraign mankind and guide ? 
'Tis you, whose Queen disowns suspected kin. 
Oh, never bom nor bred to mix with sin ! 
Why, grant that tale— of Darnley's death — belief! 
Was he her villain, or am I her nief ? 

" Yet, since that charge is ever echoed thus. 
To wrest all rights, all sympathies, from us ; 
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Say, — (for this inquest comes by Heaven assigned, 
To vindicate my honour, long maligned,) — 
Were human laws, when Damley's blood was spilt. 
Were God's, more outraged, than by Damley's guilt ? 
To whom when half my bed and throne were given, 
From one he drove me, would from both have driven, 
And dared to threaten, aye — and dared to storm 
The palace of my sires, and threats perform. 



" Though earth, with every hand and tongue, con- 
spired 
Tq claim revenge, when Damley's mine was fired. 
And, save my wailing, as an infant's — wreaked. 
None seemed to heed, when Damley's victim shrieked; 
(The night, stairs groaned beneath a tramp of feet. 
The door burst open — where we sat at meat, 
And Morton — entering — marshalled round a crew. 
Whose hands were cloaked, till ghastly Ruthven 

drew — 
Beckoning his victim forth, who leaped dismayed, — 
His crime — but sewing one too weak to aid, — 
Leaped to his sovereign's feet, and there for justice 

prayed.) 
To waken Heaven, must guilt in thunder sound ? 
Must murder dark the air, and rend the ground ? 
And heard not God the cry — I still can hear. 
Nor saw the streams, which still my vision sear, 
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Where Rizio weltered — crying — as he wreathed, 
' Justice ! oh Queen, oh God !' — till Ruthyen sheathed. 
The blood-hounds dragged their quarry from my eight. 
But who— I cried — the huntsman ? By his hdght, 
Form, face, this is, what else— by every thing 
His name inyolves — should not be, you, Sir King ! 
What ! come to see the assassin's office done ? 
No, — Henry, husband, say— you were not one ! 
You would have found some other time or room. 
Than where your infant shuddered in my womb. 
You came to sup, — with yon attendant guests : — 
From knives so eagar— see — what only rests! 
'Tis what you thirst for ! Sup * and boast your veins 
Hold generous blood ! Or— daintier yet remains ? 
Are men unarmed meet aim for Damley's knife? 
Lo here, a woman, and thy Queen, and wife ! 
Strike home ! behold the only throat — to blab 
Thy murder— and refute thy slander, stab ! 
Lest Rizio's cries for justice claim their debt, 
And I remember them, should God forget 



" Ere Damley's followers sharped their murderous 

knives, 
He sealed a bond to screen their forfeit lives : 
But— to save his, no guaranty was penned. 
The crime he dared — overtook him, in the end : 
A fate, that crime deserved, but never can defend. 
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It boots not whom, nor wherefore, I suspect : 

I dared not charge them, and could not detect. 

Were his assassins there — ^the first— or last, 

Who past unknown, or known — unchallenged past ? 

Night palled the deed ; no eye, save God's, could see : 

But — Rizio was avenged j — and not by me. 



'^ Much have these puny hands with vengeance done ; 
Too much with death ; but Damley's was not one. 
No, no — Or Christ renounce me in my need ! 
And Knox forbid each saint to intercede ; 
Heaven — after death — my wrongs in life renew. 
With foes like Murray, or with friends like you : 
Let Murra/s dam, as in Lockleven's cell. 
Look through — and laugh before — my grate, in hell : 
And when I thirst, let Daniley there forbid, 
As, when I here craved housel, Leicester did : 
And Damley's mother, at God's mercy-seat 
Kneel, and be answered, as at England's feet. 



^' Or if no oath — Insidious judge, be still ! 
And silence. Lords ! — ^for speak I must, and will. 
You sat and heard the slanderous charge proclaimed, — 
Hear the charge answered, and the slanderer shamed ! 
Nor did the Queen, who sent you, bid impeach — 
And not allow me liberty of speech ; 
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Else — why those coifs ? You were not, by that tok( 
To stop my throat, not cut — till I have spoken. 
Then — since no oath may calumny remove, — 
Say, why you dare suspect, what none can prove ? 
Find, in the mode— of Damley's death — or time, 
One mark, or find one motive, for my crime ! 
Even had he fared, as Morton's guests were fed — 
And England's were, — could Leicester mix the href 
Yet mines — so fired— so charged — must more dema 
Than woman's heart, or more than woman's hand. 
Now, who in Scotland since have held, and hold, 
The scales of justice, who her racks and gold ? 
Have not foes guided every pen and tongue ? 
Yet tell ! what token have they bought, or wrung ? 
(Save, falsehood's first resource, and surest sign. 
Copies of letters in a hand like mine : 
Letters, so criminal — no fool could write. 
So rash— no maniac keep for others' sight. 
So coarse — no man receive, nor woman send. 
And only they, who forged them, could have pennec 
Else, what accomplice has confessed the plot ? 
Who — tortured, martyred, and denied it not ? 
What, done by me, my household must suspect : 
What, were they ignorant of, could I detect ? 
Unless ye answer — proofs like these were seen, 
But where the inquest could arraign a queen ? 
At York, when Murray for that inquest cried, 
Was I not duped — to meet him, and be tried ? 
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Where, when yourselves, who judged, maintained his 

suit, 
And I defied him,— why was Murray mute ? 
But that ye liked inquiry less than doubt. 
With proofs so weak, and charges strong — without. 

^^ But Bothwell did it : — show — I gave assent ; 
Show — I foreknew, foreboded, his intent ! 
I, who was doomed to share my husband's fate, 
And owed escape— to revels far and late. 
Am I in Bothwell's fancied crime involved ? — 
Bothwell was tried, and Bothwell was absolved : 
Tried and absolved, in Scotland's noblest court. 
That crime is one, which, challenged to support — 
None dared — by arms, none ofiered— by discourse. 
If then I pardoned Bothwell's love — for force. 
For which I oft had pardoned others' hate ; 
And he, whom Scotland's nobles, sage and great. 
He, whom each faction — that my kingdom vexed. 
Whom all proposed, became my husband next. 
Was that my crime ? Ah, rashly, madly, done ! 
Hence, vain disguise ! a contrite heart needs none : 
It was my crime. Whose merit had its meed. 
The wretched death he died, and life I lead. 
Ten years, of reason reft and all beside. 
He, Norway's captive, chained, and raving, died : 
I, England's guest, live — wailing — ^twice the time. 
It was my crime ! my crime 1 my greatest crime ! 
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But add not greater — that I dared the worst ; — 
Decoyed to death the husband whom I nursed, 
Andy when assassins came to wreak their task. 
Hied to a ball, and revelled in a mask. 

" All lost to virtue, steeped in every vice, 
The fool of passion, and the slave to price. 
Of clay unmixed with nature's kindlier leaven. 
And soul deriding hell and scoffing heaven, — 
Even such need motives ; deeds must have design : 
But — here, what passion, interest, end, were mine ? 
Revenge ? — For quarrels which had slept so long ! 
Revenge, renounced while enmities were strcmg ! 
Revenge, which time subdued, and change beguiled ! 
But — we, who had been foes, were reconciled : — 
Oh reasoning — worthy men who ne'er confest. 
Whose wrath breathed slaughter, and whose peace a 

pest! 
Oh, worthy those, who hymned for Rizio's doom. 
And thence charged Damley's— to the creed of Rome ! 

" But — to be free for him I wedded since : — 
Once, certain annals tell, there lived a prince. 
Who, lest intrigue should marriage bonds relax, 
For conscience sake— dissolved them with an axe. 
But, by what testament he made the choice. 
What doctor's moral, what reformer's voice. 
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If any church— For justice, let me speak! 

Nor rise, Lord Treasurer, with so pale a cheek ! 

Yours is the latest word, the blow — belike : 

Hear and reply, or hear and after strike ! 

But — hear ! My breast with bitterness is bloat. 

And tongue must riot, though it cut my throat. 

I say — what doctor's precept, sage's saw, 

What sophistry of conscience, creed, or law, 

Could — of two crimes proposed — prefer the worst. 

Of murder or adultery — choose the first, — 

Let those, who thus calumniate me, unfold ! 

Their church's head — or founder— should hare told. 

I need not learn. I needed neither course : 

For Rome would give, and Scots proposed, divorce. 



" Thus, for a life— desired without a cause, 
A life — if wished — long forfeit to the laws, 
A life —my foes, whom nothing awed, maligned. 
Life — near the term its malady defined, — 
I chose — (by means foes only could select, 
No woman wreak, and every child detect. 
Means, which provoked inquiry, barred escape. 
And gave the offence its worst and direst shape ;) — 
To make my name abhorred of heaven and earth : 
That Murray's mother might deride my birth. 
Mar, with a smile, replume rebellion's helm. 
And Lennox weep obedience from my realm, 
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And Morton's bugle for revenge be rung, 

And Hume his dagger sharp, and Knox his tongu< 

" There lived, his country's bye-word and her shai 
A judge, whose test of guilt was — what its gain ? 
A ruthless test, my foes would not deny, 
And Rome abhorred — but I accept it, I, 
Whom Cassius could not for a crime condemn, 
To me so useless, and such gain to them. 

" I have wrought follies, as I learned— too late ; 
Sins I have wrought, too many, and too great ; 
And Heaven accept for penance — as I bear — 
The wrongs you do, have done me, and prepare ! 
But so should fortune mise you, so reduce. 
So tempt with each — so strip of all— excuse. 
For every scandal name such high rewards. 
And thus — thus — judge you;— Oh, my Lords, 

Lords! 
The proudest, purest, might regret no less 
The sheen and shelter of a golden dress. 

" Enough, for your reproach, and my defence ! 
Now, if that insult were not mere pretence. 
Up ! and to London, with your axe and law — 
And my demands ! and say — because you saw 
How ill the Queen could Mary's hands endure. 
Which Damley's blood, she doubted, made impur 
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You felt afraid to come before her throne, 

With Mary's blood all reeking on your own. 

Tell her — you found me fallen to that decline, 

No man could wound, no woman need malign ; 

Found me — too grey to rival, maim to lly. 

Too poor to plot, too unreformed to die. 

Too miserable to envy, weak to dread. 

Too old, too ill, to poison, or behead. 

'Twould blot her counsels with an useless crime. 

And blanch my fame to all succeeding time. 

Say — Fotheringay is strong, and 'twere as well 

To spare me here a little — little — spell. 

As do — what may — must — outrage all who reign. 

Fire all, who hear, with horror and disdain. 

Awake degenerate Europe from its trance. 

Point Christendom to shame, and rouse perchance 

The armaments of Spain, or chivalry of France : 

Whose swords should leap for vengeance from their 

sheath. 
And tongues cry out — * Assassins !'— to your teeth. 



" Revenge takes victims — in its earthly sphere ; 
Takes Queens at times; — or I had not been here. 
At times, though Queens beyond its sphere have been. 
Their tools, my Lords, their tools have fallen within. 
Did England's agents, who feared not to tread 
On right and wrong, the living and the dead, 
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To climb my throne, with blood-bespotted feet, 
There, did those regents iind an easier seat? 
Did Murray ? who for arms abjured the gown, 
And spumed the cross, to grasp a sister's crown. 
He rode, with sworded thigh, and plumy head. 
Through throngs, whose voices were as God's — he 

said; 
When o'er his helm a shot — as thunder — peeled ! 
Whose voice was that, to which all others yield ? 
Where Hamilton his musket aimed for life. 
And hurls to earth the assassin of his wife : 
And Murray's life-blood curdles on the sod. 
For dogs to lick, and reassert a God. 
In vain — he hoped and threatened — through the day ; 
Loath to resign, indignant to obey ; 
And stniggled for the crown, and gasped for breath : 
Till Night came in his room — with Pain and Death, 
As he, with Mar, and Morton, entered mine. 
And stamped and swore — ^you must and shall resign ! 
Beckoning a train, which darked the house and air, — 
Like those he bade me number and despair, — 
A shadowy train, of bosoms gored and cleft, 
Of victims beggared — for the faith he left, 
By her he stripped — to freeze and madden — led ; 
Who thronged him dying, followed after dead, 
And, as he questioned others, raised a cry — 
For hell to rack him — How did Darnley die ? 
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Oh, what a tale has vengeance there to wring ! 
To make her snakes recoil^ and startle whom they 
sting. 

" Where am I ! — Essex, is it you, that craves — 

What this defence ? and Lady Mary raves ! 

If I be mad, respect the phrensy wrought 

By your indignities, and theirs — you bought : 

But haply thou shalt one day make defence. 

And learn — ^these words were soberness and sense. 

To warn your conscience, not indulge my hate, 

I read this lesson of my brother's fate : 

Whose crimes I once forgave ; — and aid me, Heaven ! 

I must seven times, and seventy times by seven. 

" How brief, how late begun, nor better closed. 
That old man's reign, whom Gordon's clan deposed ! 
With shouts — as o'er his head their sabres clanged, — 
* These, Lennox, from the bishop whom you hanged !' 
Mar ate his heart, or ate, as Morton's guest. 
In either portion, food, which none digest. 
And Morton, charged with Damley's death, was tried. 
Convict, condemned, and on the scaffold died ; 
Died, for a crime — he ever swore was mine. 
And where— he threatened I should pay the fine. 
See, Sirs, see to it ! Can ye, who now intend 
As guilty a deed, expect a happier end ? 
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If neither arms ayailed, nor bribes, nor prayers. 
Nor two such realms, and churches, yours and theirs, 
Nor covenants with Heaven, nor leagues with hell, 
When Murray, Lennox, Mar, and Morton fell, — 
Say, on what warrant dare ye imitate 
The deeds they dared, nor tremble at their fate ? 

" Hope not, when fears for this your conscience knaw. 
Ah, hope not peace, by answering — 'twas the law ! 
As from assize ye pass with scarce a pang. 
Where— such as could not read — your felons hang. 
Laws have no exorcism, nor courts a spell, 
To lay the phantoms — sleep convokes from hell: 
Or I had shrieked — this morning — less appalled. 
When headless Huntley and his father called. 
In vain I cried — Go, shake the regent's couch ! 
Your son was tried, and I have laws to vouch : 
Go whither laws the traitor's head consign ! — 
In vain: methought — they mocked, and raught at 

mine. 
I woke : —'twas Beale and Burleigh at my side. 
To say — I also should this day be tried." 

Her voice here faltered — ^like a chastened child. 
Whose father's heart her step-dame has beguiled. 
When tears now own a trespass vainly hid. 
Or plead for faults the trembler never did. 
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Such sorrow here seemed Mary's words to choke. 
And now Beale murmured, sitting as he spoke, 
' Your Lordships' time is well engaged, it seems, 
With bye-gone scandals, and a lady's dreams ; 
But the Queen's weal ! but England's !' — 

" Through my wrong" — 
Cried Burleigh — " both have been abused too long. 
But I, since men unwillingly divide 
Patience to hear — from justice to decide, 
I feared to let our long endurance fail. 
Before her strength or virulence to rail. 
For which, what hast been suffered must suffice. 
Now — to the crime— this high commission tries ! 
Which crime — if further you can purge — and will, 
Lady, this court shall give you audience still ; 
But choose you rather purge all other crime. 
For audience — seek some other place and time !" 

" I will," she cried — to Heaven — and raised her face, 
" I will — for audience — seek some other time and 
place." 



Waldgrave, the Queen's chief serjeant, made reply ; 
His form was stamped in nature's happiest die ; 
His brain developed to the generous mould — 
She rarely casts, or chances rare unfold. 

s 
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A restless mind, with thoughts by method thralled; 
At will he culled, dismissed them, and recalled : 
Prompt to compare, and subtle to discern ; 
Checked by no failure — no success — to learn, 
To trace deductions wheresoever involved, 
And analyze dispute — till doubt be solved ; 
Till truth illume, and ordei' charm, the breast; 
Then rapid thoughts, in glowing words expressed, 
Shot, like electric fire, his passion through the rest 

Each source of genius marked his mind and mien. 

Perceptions — nice and just ; affections — keen, 

Profound as ocean, and as prompt to rise ; 

Imagination — bright and boundless as the skies : 

Through all — like light between — each image burned, 

And free — as air — each impulse was returned. 

Add— arts and studies, every muse had graced. 

Instinctive judgment, and a chastened taste ; 

A voice, which pealed with sweetly varying swells. 

Pealed, from his bosom, deep — as muffled bells ; 

Ingenuous manners, and a face that beamed 

With all by woman loved — and man esteemed. 

Add — more, strong sympathy of nerve and heart 

For all sublime in nature, all in art : 

Of which each great example fired his soul ; 

Till generous emulation burst control, 

And — eagle like — he plumed his upward flight. 

Through paths unknown, to dare the gates of light; 
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Beyond the sphere, where earthly pinions fail. 
Where, when man's spirit seems to pierce the veil. 
To hear a voice — the universe intones, 
And catch some concords of the starry zones. 
Some instant glimpse of life in previous modes, 
Some mystic memory of the blest abodes. 
Where truth and love in pure possession glow, 
And all is bright that darkens man below, — 
Sudden night gathers, clouds between are thrust, 
And matter drags us down from heaven to dust. 

To wield such talents, and enjoy their force, 
When themes mature impelled him to discourse. 
His mind was like the mount where rivers find their 

source ; 
Like radiant morning— when it gems their dew; 
Like what — who climb the mountain — turn to view ; 
Rich— as the teeming spring, and as creation — new. 
Thoughts burst to figure, colour, grace, and life. 
And order, like a camp aroused for strife. 
Then, while abstraction speeded reason's work. 
And stript each covering where relations lurk. 
He spied some image, stamped — with phrase intense — 
And made— the abstraction palpable to sense. 
With pictures thus each argument was warmed : 
Each narrative stood forth — a scene performed. 
All sentiments, all subjects, marched with ease. 
In form and shadow — best to paint and please ; 

s2 
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As if he saw what poets scarce can feign. 
Soy on mount Ida^ to the Phrygian swain, 
When wisdom, majesty, and beauty vied. 
Divine perfections beamed, in human form descri< 

Elate he stood, with frank and earnest mien ; — 
No measured— cadence heard — or motion seen ; 
No art scholastic, no theatric grace. 
Unmeaning gesture, passion out of place, 
Mouthing, false emphasis, or laboured leer ; 
Nothing superfluous, nothing insincere : 
But manlike — moved, and bore him in discourse^ 
Ardent, and grave, and tempering still his force. 
With arms stretched forth, or folded, or at rest. 
As willed the power, by whom he seemed possesses 
While features augured all his tongue alleged, 
And tones winged home each barbed shaft they edg 
And, with spontaneous sallies — bright and bold, 
Resistless streams of oratory rolled. 
Like some broad river swelled above its bars ; — 
Or like the milky-way through cloudless stars ; — 
Or path, that paves the sea at day's decline, 
That golden path, where plains of silver shine. 
Far up, o'er ocean's height, it seems to run. 
And join the western threshold of the sun, — 
Where nymphs might sport and heavenly char 

sweep: — 
Or, like the ship — when winds break up the deep— 
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The tall corvette, which, signs of capture seen, 

Unmoors, bends sail, bounds over waves between ; 

A prize — too proud to render, weak to strive, 

Far driven from ports where labouring to arrive, 

Galleon — ^to Cadiz bound with Chilian ore. 

Or argosy — with gems from far Tanjore, 

(Where first the bold Magellan's sails were furled, 

Which joined the west and east, and girt the world.) 

The man of war foams up, with flag elate, 

Veers round, and wields his panoply of fate, 

Guns open mouthed, which stretching forth their neck. 

Launch thunders red, and leaping shake the deck. 

Sails burst ; spars fall ; each volley scatters thence 

Means of escape, or bulwarks of defence. 

The silenced wreck, all terror and despair, 

Gi'oans, and looks up, with no resource but prayer. 

So Waldgrave spoke his Sovereign's last behest, — 

Supreme in reason, — as events attest, — 

Envious of rivals, zealous for applause. 

Keen as his client, rigid as the laws. 

But wiser than the court, and worthier than the cause. 

Next, menials served refection — slight and brief. 
The Lords then rose, and communed, round their chief. 
He penned the sentence, and they signed and sealed. 
But — what its purport — was to none revealed. 
Only, in bidding Paulet — take good heed. 
And keep the prisoner he was charged to lead. 
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Commands were added — in a murmuring tone — 
Yet heard — ' Remove her canopy and throne !' 

" And wherefore not ? I little need them more. 

A 8tool will serve Dame Mary — or the floor. 

No further state for me ! Ye simple girls, 

Who set your souls above the price of Curie's, 

To me henceforth let never knee be bent. 

And wherefore follow ? Hence ! 'Tis time you went 

Seek some, whose service better thanks may give ! 

And leave a wretch adjudged unfit to live ! 

I shall find tears enough. Gk>, dry your own ! 

I need no service. I can die alone." 

Retiring — with these words, she reached the door ; 
Then paused ; and thence returned. — '* There's one 

thing more. — 
What ! do yon lawyers think me come for leave 
To spell a verse, or clamour for reprieve ? 
No. Imitate, as wont, the crime — you charge ! 
Abridge the existence — nature would enlarge ! 
For life when wretches urge— in vain — their suit, 
If Heaven be wroth, fear nothing ! I am mute. 
I— wed to Valois, I — to Stewart bom, 
I_loathe the life you marred, the life you mete I 

scorn. 
If man can wish it, or if woman wring, — 
My mother was a Guise J my father was a King ! 
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For — what ! has fate instructed me in vain ? 
Think ye — I doat on insult, grief, and pain ? 
Can aught these walls encircle — make me fear 
To pass their threshold, though to meet my bier? 
Can aught my creed predicts, or hopes forbode ? 
No. But I would say something of the mode. 



" Tempt not, oh, tempt not ai*ts — concealment brings ! 
Those arts your fathers used for murdering kings ; 
By which your Henrys, Richards, Edwards died, 
Ere peers avowed what brigands strove to hide. 
Nor let masked ruffians burst my cell by day ; 
Nor creep with lamp and midnight steel — to slay. 
Nor yet, by want of food, spin out distress, — 
Nor yet, by food of Leicester's lingering mess. 
Nor fire again yon tower, and beat to arms. 
To spread of flight or rescue false alarms. 
And bruit — a yeoman's pike or random shots 
Killed, in a broil, the some-time Queen of Scots. 
Oh, give me notice, give me space at least 
To shrive myself, since you refuse a priest. 
Observe your books ! have warrants strictly penned : 
Them Paulet cannot choose but comprehend. 
Let all be public ! after Burleigh's plan. 
To dare the devil, and out-face God and man. 
Have ye not forms, by which, if blood be spilt. 
Earth neither calls — nor Heaven conceives — it guilt ? 
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Nor muttering hell can question wherefore shed^ 
If hangmen cry — Behold a traitor's head ! 

" Then — ^ye, who deem your church a victim needs^ 
And knights^ who love the lists — where woman bleeds, 
Statesmen, too wise the injured to forgive, 
Or suffer one — so deeply wronged — to live ; 
Ho ! ye, who fawn round one old woman's bed, 
And thirst and hunger for another's head, — 
Ye peers, who dare not wive, and priests, who dare. 
Who doubt the monarch's life, and dread the heir, 
And all, who boast no care for future fame. 
No tear for pity, and no blush for shame, — 
Come down ! come, importune me, ere I bleed. 
To laud my sentence, and abjure my creed ! 
There, joy ! your fathers' fimeral rite to mock. 
There, scoff God's mother o'er her martyr's block ! 
While I, with thanks, address my latest prayer. 
Thanks, that in such a scene, of cither's share, 
'Twas yours to give — the blow — and mine to bear. 

" And when, exhausted all the wrongs and woes — 
Your laws and Sovereign would or could impose. 
These maids have seen me placed beyond your reach 
To harm — or theirs to solace, let them each 
Hence to my friends, if any rest, repair, 
And seek repose in France, — I left it there. 
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Respect— what tokens I for each design. 
Forgive their preference of a cause like mine. 
And — they supposed — their souls', to England's cause; 
Forgive, for my sake, or for Curie's and NaVs. 
Nor make their tears a crime, nor make it one, 
That their eyes witnessed what your hands have done. 

'^ More, — and for this I bow my sovereign knee. 
And stoop — aye stoop, Elizabeth, to thee ! 
(If I have leave, before her empty chair, 
To spread these hands, and pour my final prayer.) 
Though never weakness touched thy virgin heart, 
To own the wife's, or act the mother's part, 
Yet, by our common sex — or isle of birth. 
And name of Queen, and hopes beyond the earth. 
And by the Seventh King Henry's blood, which runs 
Within your veins, your victim's, and her son's, 
Oh, let his mother's wrongs — for both suffice ! 
Harm him no further than the death she dies ! 
Spare the last scion of your House and mine ! 
Let both their kingdoms' rights in James combine ! 
Promise me this ! — Unworthy prayers, depart ! 
I need no promise, for I know her heart. 
It is — I know — her heart's desire and plan. 
To do him no more mischief— than she can. 
Not much — if heaven have still a God, or Scots a 
man. 
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" James ! when this head shall wither o'er the gate, 
This quartered trunk be nailed on towers elate, 
Where birds obscene shall hover round my limbs, 
And ravens croak my only burial hymns ; 
When they — who hate — pervert, or friends indite 
And can— or dare— not tell my story right. 
And the world's malice makes each doubt a blot, — 
Believe them not, my son, believe them not ! 
Fallen from the faith, for which thy mother dies. 
In which our whole forefather kings will rise, 
Let no reform change nature's kindlier part ! 
With Calvin's creed, adopt not Calvin's heart ! 
But — when you gain Britannia's triple crown. 
Remember me, and take my quarters down. 
And dig and bury in their grave, my son, 
The wrongs— they here have suffered — or have done. 




" My Lords, God speed you home, as I dismiss ! 
And, when you greet your mistress, tell her this. 
Here, with the life she takes, my anger dies : 
Hers cannot reach beyond, or not chastise. 
To her control the keys on earth were given ; 
But not, by every creed, the keys of heaven. 
No. We may meet each other — there, I trust. 
Meet at the bar — ere many days — ^we must. 
For chains and jails are not the only racks, 
And, sister, death has tools — beside his axe : 
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The inward worm, that bites with tooth as keen, 

And inward fire, unceasing, though unseen. 

Guilt needs no ghost its vigils to beset ; 

Hell is a memory that can not forget. 

The day may come, when, what you locked from me. 

Earth, air, and light, shall lose their charm for thee ; 

When life shall seem a burthen, death too near, 

Your reign too long, and what it cost too dear. 

In vain, shall priests console, and courtiers please. 

And leeches ask of pangs they cannot ease : — 

Sunk on the floor, with many a groan and deep, 

Behold, she spurns the pillow spumed of sleep ! — 

Consumed with fires— that brave the winter's storm. 

Or shook with chills— no earthly fire can warm. 

Herself a prey, she turns from food supplied. 

And, inly questioned, answers none beside : 

But sits, with lips unmoved, and eyes aghast. 

As though she saw not, or had seen at last — 

That they who loved her — loathed, who counselled — 

ruled. 
Who served her sold her, and who — flattered — fooled. 

" In that dark hour, when follies lose disguise. 

When crimes, in shape deformed and odious, rise — 

Like giant fiends, impatient of control. 

To count their rights, and claim the forfeit soul ; 

If my forgiveness can appease their yell, 

I do forgive her, — Heaven forgive as well ! 

m 
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Long live the Queen ! untouched hj others' ills. 

Live, with each blessing reft from her she kills. 

Live, to be lauded for the deed, and reign. 

Long as her realm can wish, or heart sustain. 

And, if there be, as — pardon, Grod ! there are. 

Whom I have injured of the world afar. 

Or be of you, whom I have injury done, 

As — witness, God ! I think there is not one. 

May all my suffering past — appease their hate. 

Or suffering yet to come —their vengeance sate ! 

And now we separate, till the day of doom. 

I speak already from beyond the tomb — 

Report aright in Westminster my words ! 

As I shall yours in Heaven. Farewell, my Lords !" 



THE END. 
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